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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


rn. 
Cyaxares, King of M. Ai. 
Hyſtaſper, Kinſman to Crus. 
Craſus, King of Lygia. 
Abradatas, King of Sula. 


Artalaſus, Friend to Cyaxaret. 


Thomyri:, Queen of Scythis. 
Panthea, her Daughter. 


Lau/aria, Daughter to Creſus. 


Officers, Guards, omen, and Attendance. 
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Sceve ihe Canp near Babylon. 


+I > —_— 


Ari. 


The Scene a wide ſpacious Land, ruinous and FF 
moſt cover'd with dead Bodies, ſuppos d to be 


after a great Battle, wherein Cyrus hal over- 
thrown Cræſus. 


Enter Cyaxares, Artahaſus. Oficey: and Atrendeuts 


Cyax. C NT AND. 
Arta. Sand Tis the King's Pleafure each 
| Commander 
Draw up his Men, and cloſe upon this Heath. 

Cyax. How tar have we to Cyrus s Camp from hence? 
And how far diſtant do th ian lie 
Where ſtands this great and aighty Babylon, 

The Miſtreſs ot the World; the glorious City? 
Whoſe proud, ambitious Arms have ſtill inclos'd. 
The greateſt F.mperors that ever were ? 

So proud, ſo vain, and awtul was ſhe once. 
Shealmoſt reach'd the Heavens with ber Tow rs. 

Arta. Juſt from th' Afcent of that ſmalltiſing Hill, 
And bur a few Miles _ you — 4 = | 
The three great Miracles of i he 5 WS 
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Neareſt in View your faithful valiant Medians, 
Wirth all the reſt of your Confed rates lie, 
Compos d of fierce Harcanian Horſe, 
Armenian Foot, and brave Caduſian Archers. 
The Troopot Cyrus* own Immortal Guards, 
he Perſian Hamotyms, each nobly born, 
Valiant and wiſe enough to bea General — | 
be ſeate ordain d to hold the World in Chains, 
With Cyrus, God-like Cyrus at their Head. | 1 
ax. Cyrus!) Thouſpeak'ſtas it thoù ne er hadſt known 
| Aſtyages, nor wert thy ſelf no Mede | | 
Anſwer me not, but as you did, go on. 

Aris. Diſtant from Cyr#s's Camp, ſome twenty Fur- 
And juſt as many from the imperial Town, [longs, 
Lies the great Army ot the Aſprian King, 

Fill'd up with ſuch a Multitude of Nations, 

You'd think that all the Living ot the World 

Werethere aſſembl'd to deſie the Gods, 

Not fight with Cyrus 
Bet v ixt theſe Armies, as the Prize of all, 
Stauds the bright virgin Queen, rich Babylon, 
Incouraging the Soldiers on each fide, 

As if h: Gd, that ſhe and ll the World, 


Were, cillthisgreat Decifion, ſet at Stake, 
To core in Triumph to the Victor's Arms. 


Of. Her Spires and Temples ſo with Beauty ſhine, 
Did not the Smoak which from both Armies riſe, 
Eclipſe the Light, you might with Wonder ſee 
he than the Sun wou'd make a brighter Day. 

Cyax. A brave Reward, more worth than is the Dan- 
But I unmanly come to ſhare the Spoil, [ger! 
Withoutthe hazarding of one poor Battle ; 

All's done already, no more Crowns to win, 
Thoſe that have ſcap'd, are all for Shelter run 
Under the Wings of this huge Army's Body 
This is the Field whoſe ſad Remains can tell 


Ot Cru late and dreadful Overthrow 7; 
| Behold the Triumph of unſtable Fortune | 
4 Are theſe the Men that made ſuch mighty Noiſe ? 
Pow they cut off like wither'd Corn, 
| | Where 
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Where proudly once they flouriſt's; and grovy 11 
Creſus the Rich, the 8 and the Wile, N 
His Scale of Fortune now that lies fo low. 

Gives Qrus leave to mount and touch th 

Arts. A fatal Glory fires ambitious Man, 

That is tor ever with Deſtruction gotten, 
Bright Ruin is the gilding of his Days, | 
And humbt'd Nations with his Height mut fall, 
Our Eyesnoother Objects can behold, 

But near and diſtant Plains all harra: I oc, 

And great and beauteous Palaces unveil'd. 

Cyax. No Corn does here enrich the bloody Fed, 
Nor Graſs adore the Meads with wanton Green ; 
The Trees, the Earth's tall Sons. are all cut off, 

All Placesmourn where Cyrzs' Horſe has trod. 

O. The poor and plunder'd Peaſants peepabroac, . 
With piteous Eyes and Hands lift upto Heay'n, 

To ſee their Labour turn d to diſmal ſpoil. 

Arta. So ſhipwreck'd Paſſeugerscaft on the Shoar, 
That but a few paſt Moments ſaw them ſc! ves 
Rich in a Calm, watching the Tide's Decreaſe, 

Pick up ſmall Pieces of their ſcatter'd Wealth, 
Whichthe re enting Waves let on the Sands 
The utmoſt Corners of the World have heard him, 
And frighted at the Trumpet of his Fame, 
Have ſtraight obey d All mortal Eyes look up, 
Nay, Gods themſelves with Envy now lock down 
Upon the Growth of this prodigions Man, 
Wond'ring as they behold fuch monſtrous Greatnefs, 
How they ſo laviſhly decreeg; | 
Cyax. No more, get thet Cyr: back, 
Do, and forget whatlate thdu wert, when {:r{t 
I moulded thee from humble Earth, and plac q. 
Thee oꝰ er the Head of twenty thouland great cn ; 
And thou for this, e ex Cyrus dawn, dec n 
Thy Royal Maſter, lett me in; IU. | 
When he, with all his Train ot car'y Hope? 
Cou'd ſcarcely comprehend the meaneſt Star, Ne” 
Dropt trom the Sphere where a! my Deeds arc itten. 


* 


Arta. 


* 


Arts. O pardon, Royal Sir, my Love to Qyrus 
Is but what you outof Exceſs may ſpare; 
It runs to him in narrow, ſhallow Streams, 
Eut never ceaſes to o'reflow the Fountain. | 
Cyax. Ah! Artabaſus, wert not thou to blame, 
To counſel me to give the Reins to Cyrus, 
Pleas d me with Hopes, and fed my longing Ears,. 
With cunning Tales of thisambitious Boy, _ 
And when my ſelf wou'd fain have led my Armics, 
Made me lie down.in Sloth, yielding to him 


Theſe Hands, theſe Feet, my Legions, and my Strength, 


and left me then a weak and limbleſs Body, 

Drench'd in Delights, anddrown'd in ſtudied Pleaſures. 

Bane to my Bliſs, and my Renown for ever! 

How canſt thouanſwer this? 
Arta. If you will hear 
Cyax. Why Father, great Aſtyages, did not 

Thy martial Ghoſt affright me in this Slumber ? 

Call to my Mind the Deeds that thou haſt done, 

When young, and ſcarcely riſen from my Cradle, 

Thou lead't me round the Frontiers of the Globe, 

And brought me toa Nation bleſt by Heaven, 

Ehſium ſure it was, a Land of Wonders, 

Whoſe Leaves and Trees ſtill bloſſom'd like the Spring, 

And Fields were clad with everlaſting Green; 

Its Stre ums ran Chryſtal and its Sands were Gold, 

This Orient Miracle ſhone like a Gemm 

Sate in the golden Circle ot the World, 

So ſwarm d on by the faireſtof the Living ; 

As it't had been indeed that happy Place, 

Where Souls are bleſt with an eternal Being: 

For there no Want was found, but all Increaſe 

Sprung from the greatand unknown Deity. 

Through this immortal Land we pierc d our Arms, 

Climbing the lofty Hills that rear d the City, 

Aud from their Temple, built of ſhining Gold, 

Bore all the holy Veſſels of their God, 

ud took five hundred thouſand Slaves away. 


[Thunder and Lightning, Darkneſs ſeems to cover 


| the Fielcl, 


Hark, 


% 
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Hark, hark A horrid Thunder ſounds at diſtauce ; 
Arta. Now here it anfwerswitk a Force as dreadful... 
A ſudden Darkneſs ſeems to ſpread the Field | 
There you may ſee that cloudy Curtain drawn, 
Whilſt Lightning ruſhes from the parting Heay'ns.. 
And to my wond'ring Eyes diſcovers Swarms a 
Of helliſh In ſects flying in the Air. 
Cyax. The Gods are ſportive ſure, and ſeem to mock 
At what bold Cyrus has perform d below. ö 
Arta. The Scene of Horror yet diſcloſes further 
My fight deceives me it 1 do not ſee 
Spiritsdeſcend into their Human Forms 
Again, and the dead Bodies {lain by Cyrus 
Beginto move. | 
Cyax. Something does tread the Ground 
Look, Artabaſus, fee, what monſtrous Things 
Betwixt a Mortal and a Devil's Shape, 
Are thoſe ? ä 3 
Arta. I ſee diſtinctly now, and FI! 
Releaſe you from your Wonder Theſe are Witches, 
Or Wizards elſe, that all this Land is fam d for 
What Nation is there but has oft been told 
Strange Tales of the Chaldean Sorcerers. | 
When they wou'd know th' Event of things on Ert, 
Like ravenous Vultures haunting bloody Battles, | 
They ſtillattend the Fortune of the Field, 
Whenthey may exerciſe their loathſome Charms 
And hateful Practices upon the Dead. 
With ſulph'rous Herbs, and devilifh Incantations. 
They wreck their quiet Spirits in the Shades, 
Driving their Souls back to their Fleſh again, 
And force em to reveal what's writ below, 
What Heav'n had bound up in the Book of Fate. 
Th' Internal Gods are maſter'd by their Power, 
Orelſe perſuaded by ſome Piety 
That pleaſes them; deny theſe Wretches nothing. 
[Danceof Wizards. 


W:tches 


«, 
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Witches SONG: 


Witch. Siſters, whilſt I thus wave my Wand, 
1 ar ming the Ground on which we ſtand; 
Invoke the Spirit of this Slain, 
Its Body to inform again; 
Some of Deucalion's Seeds I've found, 
That rais'd Mankind when all was drown'd 
2 Witch. Mummy with Cats Blood did I boil, 
I'll chafe his Temples with the Oil. 
3 Witch. Tofumebis Noftrils, la, I bring 
A Feather from the Phoenix Win 7 
4 Witch. I'll waſh his Foints with Liquor brought 
From Æſon's Bath, which Wonders wrought. 


CH OA U$ 


He ftirs, he flirs ; riſe and foretel, 
This liſt ning Monarch's Fate from Hell. 


Sar. Behold——Look yonder—-Is not that a Man- 
That riſes from amongſt the Heaps of Slain, | 
And with anawful March comes ſteady towards us? 


A dead Carkaſs of one-of the Slain riſes, and comes to them 
upon the Sage. 


Arta. Fear't not, my Lord See, it wou'd ſpeak. 

Dead Cart. From the dark Region of eternal Night, 
Where numerous Souls in mingled Torturelive, 
And try like Atoms in the Sun beams Heat, 
Alternately trom Flames and then to Froſt; 
. Firſt dipp d into a liquid Fire, and thence 
Whole Shoals are plung d into a Deep of Ice: 
Whilſt Plato 's great Divan in Council fit, 
I invent new Plagues to practice on the Damn'd. 
From thence, 25 | ſtood gazing on the Lake, 
Waiting my Paſſage to that Place of Horror, 
ASummons tom the ker y King was ſent, ) 


By 


By Charon brought, wherein I was commanded 
By Power on Earth, which tha: in Hell control d 
That I ſhou'd ſtrait glide back into the World. 
Quick as pent Light diſelos d, it ſelf diſperies, * 
And reaſſum d this Corpſe yet n 

Till Cyaxares Ears had reach d my Charge, 

What of thy Fategdecreed, which I ſhall ſpeak, 
And Pluto dictate This the Oracle. 

In vain's thy vaſt Ambition and thy Envy, 
AGenious yet more great ſhallconquer thine, 

And when thy Raſhneſs leads thee nt xt to fight, 
To Cyrus Glories thou ſhalt add thy Life, 

And leave thy Empires, and thy darling Crowns, 
To be poſſeſs d by him whom Fate adores, 

Whom, for a dime, Heav'n, Hell, and all the Wor Fat 
Obey l am zecall'd—— my Task is done, 

And ſubtil Fiends come thronging tothe Light 

To drive me into Torments back again. 


| [Fall. down agen. 
Cyax. Ha! Art thou fall'n! Stay, ſpeak, who ſent thee, 
What greater Devil lurking on the Earth, [Soldier ? 


Made the black God obey his threatning Summons, _ 

Andcharm'd the Powers of Hell to my Deſtruction? 
Arta. A meer cold Clod, a bloody mangled Coarſe. 

Cyax. Here, take this helliſh Carcaſs, | 

What, haſt thou Hell invok'd too on thy fide ! 

Can Cyrus truſt his helping God no more 

So little do l fear thee now, falſe Perſian, ; 

That, ſtoodſt thou guarded lic the King of Furics, 

Ten thouſand glaring Spirits round about ther, 

With burning Tridents, and hot Scourges arm d, 

To hurry me from Earth like Mortal damn d, 

I'd through therfi all to meet thee, daring Boy. _ 
Arta. Recal your Temper, Sir, and blame not Cyrus, 

Who, bating his Ambition ſtill is Virtuous. : 

His Soul, pure as the firſt created Mortals, 

Who in the Worlds prime Innocence beg 

*Ere Luft and Power defac'd the tender Image, 

And crept into the Frailties of Mankind This 
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This was perform'd by ſome Magician's Art, 
At the Command of the 4/{jrien Monarch, 
Who, ſince his late Defeat, baſely and cowardly, 
Is forc'd to haverecourſe to helliſh Tricks, 
And in his ſinking State catches at Air, 2 
Grafpi any thing to ſave him from o erwhelming. 
The Gods will guard you through an Hoſt of Devils, 
Then as Heli's Malice only thisefteem. 
[ Noiſes of finging within. 
Cyax.Whence comes thisSound of Muſick, and ot Voices? 
| 2. [ Captain goes off. 
Am Iawake! Is't real Artabaſus 
That we have ſeen, or that we now do hear? 
[Captain re- enters. 
Capt. Thebrave Hyſtaſpes, Sir, is juſt arriy'd 
With Preſents from his Royal Maſter Cyrus: 
To Cyaxa2res his Imperial Uncle. 


Enter to them Hyſtaſpes, with Panthea, Women, and At- 
tendants. | 


SONG. 


1 ä 
Hark how the Pumpets and the Drumg 
With diſmal Voice proc laim ſhe comes, 
Whilſt we that Vickory deſpiſe, 
Where Valour bluſhes at — Prize. 


> 
The Royal Captive now appears, 
of Beauty ſmking — of Tears, 

Loves Queen in Chains, ſetter d are all her Charms, 
And ufelefs lie her little Roroes Arms. 


3. 
Arndyet the Conqueror ſpall yield, 
And give « all the Trepbiesof the Field, 
Shall kiſs the Sceptre, which the World does ſway, 
 AndathisCaptive*s Feet his F.aurels lay. 


How 
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How pedfog is the Pam a Lover feels, 
ain d to Beauty's Chariot Wheels. 


Gladtobe 


CHORUS. 


Such is the Force of Love! the Great, the Brave, 
All muſt ſubmit, ſometime put on the Slave. 


ax. Bleſt Sight! and happy Cyrus much more ble 
Tha in thy boundlef Prodigatoy.,” 5 
| Canftthrow away ſo rich, immenſe Delights, 
And icatter Pleaſures as the Gods do Bleſſings, 
[ Panthea and her Maids weep. 
{ Hyſtaſpes kneels. 
Hyſt. The Great, the Valiant, and the faithfuſ Cyrus, 
The light of Empires, and the World's great Soul, 
To whom all Nations bend, bids me to kneel 
To his dear Uncle, Father, Maſter Cyaxares, 
And as an earneſt of ſucceeding Glories, 
Lay here the Queen ot Beauty at your Feet. 
Not Crowns nor Kingdoms does he ſend by me, 
Thoſe he reſerves with all religious Duty 
To plant himſelt about your Royal Temples, 
And with his own victorious Hands to give ou 
More Laurels, and more heaps of Monarchs Riches, 
Then Cer adorn'd the Shrines of Deities ; 
And her whoſe ſo much celebrated Charms 
Made all the World, and Cyrus Ears in Love, 
Yet wou'd not your brave Nephew truſt his Eyes 
With the leaſt ſight of what 1 ſo much long d for, 
Leſt they ſhould Rivals prove to Cyxares. 
Cya x. Are theſe, Oh Love, Rewards of Victory! 
Or the bleſt Conſorts of the Godsthem ſelves, 
By ſome more aw d Divinity brought thence, 
Leaving th Immortals mourning Wido wers 
But what is ſhe that ſhines above the reſt, 
As Cynthia does amongſt her Starry Train, 
Shedding more precious Eſſence from her Eye. 
Than Phæbus wantonly each Morning draws 
From Beds ot Violets, or the Dew of Roſes _ 
* Speak 
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Speak thou more fair than fineſt Thought can form: 
4 thy ſelf, the Sun did ever ſee. 
Hyſt, Gods! Hyſtafpes born to be your hatred! 
Is it her Griefs, or what, that makes this change i 
Within my Boſom ? I wou'd not call it Love 
O 445, had'ſt thou view'dtheſe dangerous Beauties, 
Thou hadſt not mark'd thy Friend out to be wretched. : 
Cyax. What, nota Word Yenrichthy humble Creature? 
There is no Goddeſs that can ſpeak like thee—— 
Thy Griefs keep concord with thy Virgins Songs, 
Who, to thy Sorrows, ſet their warbling Notes, 
Whilſt thou add'ſt Tears to every Syllable, 
And with thy Sighs, give the {ad Tunes their Time; 
Or was not this the muſick of the Spheres, 
Never before made known mortal Senie, 
And thou the Goddeſs of thathappy Place. 
Hyſt. Sir, ſhe's Panthea, 
| Thefam'd fair Daughter of the Scythian Queen. 
11 Panth. O! yes, telfall my Woes too if thou canſt, 
Fe And tell em with a Grace, that I may ſooth 
; My many Sorrows to a little reſt, 
For I ſhall never ſay em in an Age. 
I have a thouſand ſwelling in my Soul, 
| Struggling at once, and ruſhing to get foremoſt, 
Sol can ſpeak of neither, but at la 
| Call to my aid my Sex's feeble Temper, 
And draw the ſullen Vapour into Tears. | 
Cyax. Divine Panthea | | 
Panth. Call me what I am, | 
Tell me not what I was. I was Panthea, 
Panthea rich in Friends, bleſt as their Hopes, 
' Prais'd and belov'd. or I was groſly flatter d, 
Who, from the e of my Parents Arms, 
*. (Hanging ſtill ro ny childiſh Infancy) 
| Found no falſe Change, no waining of my Joys, 
1 | But ev'ry Day increas'd my Happineſs; 
4 And the ſame Stars that ſmil d upon my Birth 
' _  Seem'dftill to tempt, and draw all Eyes to me; 
All Knees, all Heartsdid bend where e er I came, 
And bleſt me as their Goddeſs, or the Springs 


? 


And 


And till this Day, of all my Age aceurs d. 4 


I never knew what a worle Moment was. | 

Hyſt. O thou artloſt, undone Hyſtaſpes quite, —— 
The Glory of the Battel owes to thee, k 
But this bright Victim makes the Victor bluſj N 
Yet to revenge me on my ſelf and Crime, | | 
It Cyrus will not grant her Liberty, | 
I'lldo't my ſelf, with forfeit of my Lite. *y 

Cyax. Go on, goon, thou charming Creature, do, | 
Each Word leaves Bliſsand Wonder in my Soul. 

Panth. But oh! now to repeat the Sum of all, | 
That which methinks ſhou'd ſtrike the Hearers dead. [ 
When my full Joys bad tipen d tor Enjoymeat, | | 
And I wrap'd up in harmleſs Extaſic, 

To ſuch a letr { ſaw no Ground below, 

And thought the Glaſs of that bieſt Hour wou'd ne et 

Be run, I mean (Gods, give me leave to ſay it) 

As my dear Mother in the Temple gave me „ 

A happy Bride, in ſhew to Abradatas, - 

The Brave, and moſt Heroick King of Su K 

Scarce had the Prieſt the Holy Rites perform'd, 

When trait the Trumpets call'd, and Battle Join'd, 

Cyrus approaching with a fatal Charge | I. 
Creſus, and the Forces ot our Army: | 

Then was my Love ſnatch'd from my Virgin Arms | | 

To his Command, and I ran breathleſs onthe Walls 

To ſee my Abradatns fight, and Conquer; 

But ſoon, metbought, I ſaw him round inc'os'd 

With Enemies, which Sigut ſo ſnatcht my Senſes, 

That on a ſudden follow'd by my Woman, 

found me in our Camp not knowing how 

I went, not waking from that wretched Slumber, 

Till I was brought a Priſoner to Hyſtaſſ 

Cyax. Ah ſweet Paz/hea! it thy Sor: nove ſo, 
W hat canſt thou do, diſperſing Smiles around thee? 
But oh the Thoughts! Til tear em from my Breaſt, 
Pull out the Seeds juſt rooting in my Heart, 

And die rather than live with the Diſgrace 
Down, down, thou fair infectious Charm of Beauty, 
Dowa to the firſt Abyſs — thou cameſt, 


herd 
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Where Light lay hid, hen all things were a Chaos, 
Tuou Cheat of Senſe, and blinder of all Eyes 
Cyr45 is boaſting now of his deſign, | 
That laid theſe Nets of Beauty in my march, 
To ſtop my fair and quick return to Glory 
Away thou {ſweet deſtroyer of my Fame 
Hyſtaſpes, haſte with thy tair Charmer hence; 
Go tell thy Maſter all that thou haſt ſeen 
Of Cyaxares ; tell him that Panthea 
Shou'd be eſteem d as Heav'n and Heav'nly Joys, 
Not to be taſted by a Man, and live, 
Therefore I give her to the Stars from whence 
She came Bid Cyrus do the like Begone, 

Quickly, leaſt 1 ſhould wiſhto look again. 
Luan. Tenthouſand Glories crown your Head for this. 
May this brave Action make your Name and Bliſs 
Renown'd on Earth, as is the God of War, 
And when in Heav'n, a bright ſhining Star. 

Hyft. 1 am amazed Can this be real, Sir? 

I dare not tell the King of your refuſal. 

Cyax. Do it, I charge thee, and inform him too, 
That Cyaxares comes to meet him ſtraight, 
With Courage awtul as Aſtyages, 
When Cyrus, but a pratling Boy, admir'd him, 
Look'd trom the Ground, ador'd his Majeſty, 
And fear d him like a God. Go from my Eye 
Remove thoſe gay bright Syren, that forerun 
A Storm. 

Hy. Came Madam. 

Panth. To kind Death, I hope 


Brave Cyaxares. 
Cyax. Olpeak no more Thou conqu'ring Beauty go 
There lies your P — -e muſt take ſeveral ways; 


If you look back, ing ring Virtueſtays. 
[ Exenns ſeverally, Exeunt Omnes, 


ACT 
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| ACT n. SCENE I. | 


Cyrus diſcovered upon his Throne in Triumph amongſt his | 
Captains and Soldiers. Ctæſus bound ready for Exe- | 
cution. 


yr. L Nough—— Theſe ſplendid Vanities I loath. 
[ Sound: of Triumphs. 

The Boaſt of Fools, and Pageautry of Cowards ; 
It ſits too heavy on your Cyrus Arms 
O let me riſe, and let em looſe, my Soldiers, | | 
To throw about your Necks, and thus embrace 
My valiant Friends, and all my brave Cooted'rates, 
By whoſe fole Aid (Gos be my Witneſſes) 
I own it with a Pride, I have reſtor'd 
The World to its dear ancient Liberty, 
Free captiv'd Nations from their Tyrant's Yoaks, 
And plac'd em on the Necks of barb'rous Kings, 
1 Trod down the Walls of fami'd Semiramis, 
| That founded firſt this Aan Monarchy ; 
| Made my Commands in one quick Moment ſpread 17 
| Like Thunder terrible through all the City. 
But let's no more afflict this Monarch's Spirit, 
But grant him that which ev'ry gallant Soul 

In vaſt Diſtreſs requires a ſpeedy Death 
| Away with him and having plac'd him cn 

The Fuel, let it blaze, a juſt Reward 
For him that has ſo long ſet all the WO 
In Flames-—Quick, take him hence... - 
| [ As they are carrying off C Aus to Execution, 


Cyrus Calls him back. 
Cræſ. O Solon! Solon! Solon! | | 
Cyr. Stay, bring him back, ſay, What doer Zreſus mean? 
I ade expect thou ſhouldſt _ ask'd thy Lite, 2 
| — | 
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And thou in Scorn of me calbſt loud for Solon 
Can Solon ſave thee trom the Wrath ot Cyrus ? 

Cræſ. No'tis too late, but that which made me call 
On Solon was, to my Remembrancecame 
The Sentence of that wiſe and learned Teacher, 
When 1 till now contemn'd, twas in the midſt 
all my Glories, Children, Friends, and Riches, 


-T uinking my felt, no God cou'd be more happy, 


] {ent for Solon to reſolve this Queſtion 
Tell me, ſaid I, who is the happieſt Man 

On Earth? But Solon an{wer'd, there was none, 

None cou'd be truly happy whilſt he liv d. 

Lask d him then, who 'twas he thought was happieſt ? 
Expecting that he ſhou'd have ſaid. twas Creſts ; 

But he reply d, the happi an he thought 

Was Tellus, once a Citizen of Athens, | 

A Man that had no mean.nor mighty Fortune ; 

His Wife not fair, nor homely, by belov'd, . 
And virtuous, and his Children all obedient, 

Who like the fi- ſt Man, hv'd in Paradice, 

And never preſs'd the Strangers luſcious Fruits, 

Nor drank but what his own full Vines did yield; 

Fed on the Fleſh of his on teeming Flocks, 

And wore no Cloaths but what their Backs afforded 3 

In his own Pale grew all his Suſtenance, 

And in his Boſom all the World's Content. 

Cyr. How brook you then your tall'n and loſt Eſtate ? 
Methinks with brave Contempt you bare your Chains, 
And Creſ#«slooks as it he ſpurn'd his Fate. | 

Creſ. So much my Mind dies ſoar above my Fortune, 
That I beho'd with greater Scorn theſe Bonds, 

Than thou born up withthe World's flatterings Wings. 
Look'ſt down © t that am thy Slave —Yetin 
Deſpite of al! - conſt, I'm Crews ſtill. 

yr. »Tis brave. aid, and ſpoken like a King 
I have been d, that in thy ſpring of Glory 
Thou didſt coniful: the Delphic Oracle, 

And kneel'dbctore the God, Days numberleſs, 
Made rich Apollo's Shrines with ſuch vaſt Preſents, 
As did excel what the Eazth'sBowels hold, 0 
- Night 
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Might make a Ranſom wou'd reſtore the World, 
Wereẽt threatu d to be ruin d by the Gods, 
Craſ. All this, nay more, the Gods did heap upon me, 
My Children, Friends, and Kingdoms ſo increas d, 
That Europe cou d not bound my ſpreading Empire, 
Nor Aſian Cities number out my Wealth. "is. 
r. The God was grateful to thee for a while: — 
But by what wonderful Neglect of thine 
Haſt thou ſince loſt the Merit of his Bounty? 
Creſ. I] tell theeall with a prodigious Patience 
Having at length tir'd out th' relenting God 
With my unwear'd Steps, ne er cealing Pray'rs,- 
This Anſwer I receiv'd from the bright Altar 
Creſus no more Let Cræſus know himſelf, 
Lind he to his Life's End, ſha © 'ppy e 
Theſe Words fo much exalted / frail Mind, 
That then, methought, I reign'd notamongſt Men. 
But rul'd the Sky and faw the Stars below me; 
My Wealth, my Friends werenumber'eſs as Sands, 
Still no Storm grew upon my fmiling Days; 
No Croſs, nor Rub lay in my ſmooth State's way, 
No Viſion was ſo calm as was my Life; 
Elyſum envyd my ſtrange Bliſs; and wonder'd. 
Cyr. Now by the Gods, thy Bleſſings were ſo rare, 
So very ſenſible thy Loſſes move, 
That my ſtout Heart begins to pity thee. 
|  Cref. Look to thy ſelt, thy Fortunes reach their highef#; . 
Mine touch the Ground, and can no lower de; 
Ifrom this Hour begin to know myſelf, 
And from that Knowledge I renew m 7 105 — 
But as I told thee, ſo my Life continud 
In its ſtill ſmiling Form and Flattery, 
Till thou, ſwift Harbinger of Death Ruin, 
Haſt let the Ocean in on Creſus Glor- 5 
And left him poor, bereft of all, but at thou ſeeft; . 
Cyr: Deſpair not, Cre/#s, thou art ſtill theſame; - 
What Solon and the Gods have ſaid is true, | 
And Cyrms, as a Servant of the Oracle, 
Obeys thy Fortune, and abſolves thy Doom. —- 
Vnbind him ſtraight, —_ {cred Hands, Ty * 
8 ü Fs; 5 


And pay you Bleſſings as I wou d Apollo. 


Set fire with ſpeed to the vaſt Fun ral Pile 

That was deſign d to burn the pious King, 

And facrifice thereon a hundred Heads 

Ot Oxen, dedicated to the Gods 

Augment the Flames with rich Arabian Gumms, 

With Pearls, and Spices ſent trom the Kingsot India— 

Ny Lzurels, Standards, and my Crowns ſhall burn, 

T'atone the Gods, rather than one dear Hair 

Of Virtue periſ Come, then to my Arms, 

And ſhew me how to bea King indeed, 

Solon taught thee, and thou ſhalt teach thy Cyrus. | 
Craſ. O mighty Prince! thou much more God than 

My emulating Soul flaggs at thy Sight, [Man! a 


The Genius of the World muſt bow to thine; 

And all the Virtues of M:1kind together 

Make but dimm Light before thy heauteous Pre ſence. 
Cyr. Your Children, and your Wives receive again, 

With all thoſe Kingdoms, you by Right were born to. 

Sardis, wherein lies heap d, both yours and moſt 

Of Aſia's Wealth, II fave from Death and Plunder: 

Only tor Ranſom ſome few SumsextraR, 

To reward my Soldicrs, and divert their Hopes. 

From Expectations ot ſo great a Ruin; 

Then Crœſus dwell for ever in my Breaſt. | 
Craf. My Thanks are too, too great to be expreſs d. 

I can no more than hoard em in my Thoughts, 


May Craſus meet the Death that was 2 
When he for Love ot Empire, Wife or Children, 
Forfakes his Prince, and leaves to follow Cyrus. 


Enter Lauſaria attended, 


Lauf. Where's this Divine, this Miracle of Virtue, 
This Rival to the Merciful above ? 
She me the Face of this exalted Man, 
W ho ſtood betwixt the Vengeance of the Gods, 
And from the dreadful Pile of flaming Ruin, 
Has ſnatch'd a King, and av d my Father's Life; 
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Let me adore the Ground his Steps have bleſs d, 
And kiſs the Feet of the immortal Cyrus. 
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Craf. Great Prince, my Daughter, and your meaneſt 


Handmaid. 


Cyr. How, Crœſus! Now by th' ſacred Sun ſhe's fair 


Riſe, or I bluſhat this unſeemly Poſture. — 


Lauſ. Here let me fix Vou ſhou d be thus ador d. 


Thou Bleſſing of all Eyes, thou heavenly Wonder 
Indeed I ne er did {ee a God till now 
Where bavel liv'd ? The Mountain, Cottage-Girl, 
That in her bomely Lite ne er ſa a Man 
Above the Keeper ot the neighbouring Herds, 
Cou'd not approach you with ſuch rm Terros, 
As Ido now; ſo much you doerce 
The little world that I have ſtill bec bred in. 

Cyr. Thou pretty ſt Int ocence as ever talk d, 
Look back upon thy ſelf, diſperſe theſe Clouds, 
Theſe ſorrowful Looks that hide from thine own Eyes 
Their Brightneſs, and thy near approaching Joy. 
To-morrow is the Day, no longer than to-morrow 
Gives all thy Wiſhes and Revenge a Crown. 
When Balhazar'slaft Stake, and hated Life 
I'll crificet* appeaſe the faireſt injur d, 
And thy dumb Brother's Ghoſt ſhall from Eh 
Riſe in a Form divine, and bleſs thy Beauties. 


Enter Officer. 
oe. Hyſtaſpes is return'd, ind brings with him 

The N 4 baba his approach. 

Lauſ. Goon; whilſt I retire to pray, 
Lauſerizs's Guardian Deity you are; | 
But turn: Oh turn that awful Look away, 
My Eyes cannot endure the pointed Ray 
Spare ĩt to conquer Balthazar in Fight, 
For Beauty trembles at the ſtrange Delight; 
Andif a e With can proſper thee, 
That hateful Tyrant ſhall thy Victim be: 
It not, and there'sa God greater than Nove, 
Save, fave, (that God) his precious Life and Love: 


— Ex. Lauſ. attended. 
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Cyr. Cratſis, let nothing be refus d that may 
Increaſe her Welcome as becomes thy Daughter, 
And the tair Gueſt of Cyrus. 


Now all prepare to meet my Royal Unkle. 


Enter to them Hyſtaſpes, Panthea, and Women, 0 


When comes the Royal Cya cares? | 

Hyſt. To his worſt of Rage abandon'd, 
And in proud Envy of your growing Conqueſts, 
He bad me, in Contempt of your rich Kindneſs, 
Return the mighty Preſent with my felt; 


Said he, will be with the kante Cyrus 


E'er thou canſt bring my Meſlage to the Boy. 
Cyr. What, did he ſcorn the Proffer of my Duty, 
Return the Preſents which I teat him, ſay ſt thou? 
O Gods! it cannot be; thou doſt abuſe my Uncle. 
Hyſt. Sir, all that I have ſaid ——— 


N 
5 thy ſelf had told me ſo, and liv d 
Ha! what do Ibeliold! more Wonders ſtill. 
What Lady's that? what weeping Lady's that? | 
Hyſt. Pant hea, Sir. 
Cyr. Pant hea, Sir What, what Pant hea? 
Hyſt. Thomyrss hter, the brave Scythian Queen, 
And the fair Captive whom-you did command 
Me to preſent to Cyaxares, yet 
I fear to tell he did refuſe her too. 5 
Cyr. Refuſe her, ſay ſt thou! Gods, did he refuſe her 
Was I ſo laviſn, ſay? What Right had 1 
To give the Wealth of allthe World away? 
Nay, what wou'd bankrupt all the Gods in Heav n? 
The Sun, the Moon, the Stars may be eclips d. 
But ber bright Beauty is enough alone, 
Without their feeble Aid to light the Globe, 
And make eternal Bay 


Hyſt. Sir 
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I threw away at once my whole Eſtate, 

And ne er repented till too late I fee 

The mighty Sum ſpread large before my Eyes 

Thou ſhould'ſt have plaid the faithful Steward, and 

Reſtrain d thy Maſter's wild deſtroying Bounty. 
Hyſt. O pardon, mighty Sir, who cou'd but hear 


 Yourdread Commands, and not obey you ſtraight... 


Cyr. What ſha!l I ſay? Tell me, Hyſtaſpes, do 
All you that know the ſecret Paths to Love, 
The way to win a Woman's Smile direct me 
In Fights you oft have took me from amidſt 
My Enemies unhors d, and bore me from the Danger, 
Breathleſs upon the Arms of Victory, 
But now y ave left me to cy worſt of Foes, 
So avvful, ſodivinely formidable, 
That your proud cyrus: Heat (mark that, my Soldiers) 
Which never ſtoop'd to car wat Man cou'd do, 
Nay; what the Gods through Miracles have wrought, 
Lies panting now, and gaſping at the Danger, 
Hy. Madam 
Cyr. Holdoff thy facrilegious Hands, 
Shrines and their Deities may be approach'd 
More near Goddeſs, Divinity — Bright Venus. 
Is there a Name in Heav'n th'art worſhipp'd by ? 
O tell me that, and teach my Tongue to ſay it, 
That I may call thee what the Gods have nam d thee. 
Panth. O Cyrus! you forget your ſelf, and me z 
Im no ſuch thing, no Creature to be prais d, 
A Wretch forſaken of the World, and Heav'n, 
Your Priſoner, you ſhou'd pity, not admire me. 
Cyr. O fay not ſoForſaken fay'ſt thou! no. 
Rather the World and Heav'n are left by thee 


Is there a Man that dares not call thee Queen ? 


What wou'dſt thou have, or be, more than thou art? 

Say but the Word, and thy Commands ſhall fly 

Quick as the Lightning from thy killing Eyes, 

And Cyrus is thy Slave to execute. me 
Panth. I have no Power, no Charms but Grief about 

That may move Pity, but can ne er cauſe Love. 

All this wild Paſſion but diſturbs your (elf, 804 


And cannot make a wretched Creature happy. 
You ſent me late a Slave to be abus'd ; 
But this is worſe than when I was refus d. 

Cyr. Pardon, thou Saint, a Man in Love untaught, 
I have been us d in Battles from my Youth, 
Bred from my Birth like Lions in their Fierceneſs, 
Free as the Light, and uncoutroul'das Air, 
And never met a charming Foe like thee, 
Vet at thy Sight I can forget my Fury, 
Moulded like Wax, made ſoft betore the Sun, 
And all my Paſſion, like a Stor m quite ſpent, 
Lies huſh'd, and ſilent as an Evenings Breeze. 

Panth. Hold, mighty Cyrus, ſpare n tortur'd Boſom, 
Play not the Tyrant with io great Mistortunes, 

And talk to me of Murders, Maſſacres, 
Wrecks, and eternal Death Talk any thing, 
But tell me not of that which kills my Soul, 
Calls to my Mind to vie t he mighi Space 
Twixt me and Joy: For nothing yet can prove 
So go a Miſery to meas Love. 
yr. O let me catch thatSigh before it goes 

Tis gone, tis gone, and each officious Wind 
Strove who ſhou'd firſt convey the rich Perfume, 
And hoard it with the Treaſure of the Spring, 
Thence to diſperſe, and brood ore tender Bloſſoms, 
And add new Scents to ev'ry fragrant Flower 
O give me leave to kiſs this beauteous Hand 


Here has Arabia all its Sweets confin'd | | 


Rich as from thence, we Southern Breezes find, 

When Trees of Spice had gently fann'd the Wind. 
oe Awake Hyſtaſpes trom this horrid Slumber 

Shall I ſee raviſn'd from me all my Right, 

And dare not ſpeak — By Heav'n Ill climbthe Danger, 

Though he ſtood arm's at my next daring Word, 

To throw me from the Precipice, I'11do't 

May Heav'n give fetter d Globes to ru, Wiſh, 

Crown you with Love, as you are crown'd with Conqueſt, 

May all bright Beautieselſe adore your Charms, 

And ſtoop to him that gives the World a Law, 

But this fair Priſoner, give me leave to ask 


Her 
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Her who by Conqueſt is your Soldier's Prize. 
Hyſtaſpes begs the ſharer of your Blood; 
It that's too great a Fame for him to Challenge, 
Thus I implore it as your bumbleſt Vaſſal. 
Cyr. O Gods! He's jealous, jealous on my Life 


O thou moſt mighty Jove, hadſt thou at once 
Shot Thunder in my Ears, and lighten d in 


My Eyes, I had not ſeen and heard more Horror. 
Dear Craſus—__Creſus, give me Patience 
Am I thus ſoon ſo mean a thing become ! 
That he that is my Slave du ſt here preſume 
Before my Face to own ſoproud a Guilt, 
And mix his haughty Love with mine Traytor 
Crœſ. Hold at Cyrus, Craſus bids thee hold. 
r. O Cræſus, ſay, cou'd Solon ſuffer this? 
Is there a Rule in all Philoſophy 
To teach me Patience now ?— O tell it m. 
Panth. Cyrus no more, 
In vain are all this Rageand Jealouſies.. 
Farewel. T'll ſhut this Captive from your Eyes, 
Priſon and Abſence will be both your Cures: 
I am no more his Priſoner now but yours. 
Cyr. A Priſoner: ha! Conduct her to my Tent, 
Let what was Cyrus be Panthea's Court: 
Adorn'd with Aſia's Jewels, let her ſhine, 
Ser v'd like the Panthian Queen, ador'd and kneel d to 
By all her moving Empire round about her. 
\nd on the Globe where now my Eagle ſtands, 
Let Love beplac'd, and with its awful Banners 
Spread her Commands thro! ali the ſhining Camp, 
nd let an hundred thouſand Heroes Hearts 
e facrific'd each Morning to her Riſing 
Pan h. Hold Cyrus, ceaſe this un welcome Strife; © 


hat tho' y'have in your Power my Death or Lite, 
now I am bound in faſter Bonds, a Wife. 
ou'd I but Cyrss Fame have lov'd before, 
ben I had ſeen him, ſhou'd have lov d him more, 
et there are greater Chains than all beſide, 
am both by Virtue and by Paſſion ty d. 8 
| When 
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When l on Cyra: look I muſtadmire; 

But for my Lord I burn with nobler Fire: 
And two I mult conteſs are Gods to me, 
Which are my Abradatus firſt, and thee. 


[ Exit Panthea attended. 
[Drums and Trumpets within. 
F * 
Enter to them an Officer. 
The news? 


Offi. Great Cya xares is arriv d. 
Cyr. Tis well _ Have you inclos'd the way he comes, 
With Penan Homotyms, and Median Horſe? 
Ofi. Moſt mighty Cyrus tis already done. 
r. His Drums and Trumpets ani{wer you more loud, 
And as he paſſes thro your noble Ranks, 
With welcome Shouts receive my loving Uncle 
[ Exennt Cyrus, Crœ ſus, Hyſtaſpes. Manet the Guards. 
The Sc ene opens, and diſcovers a way rant d with Soldi- 
diers, and after a warlike Sound, and Shouts, Cyrus 
and Cyaxares meet. Cyrus offers to embrace Cyaxares, 
but be tr 
My honour'd Unkle, Royal Cyaxares !_—ha! 
How long have you been abſent trom theſe Arms ? 
Ha! What is this I ſee! when I expected 
A kind return of my true Hearts Salute; 
You bend your Head, andlook avother way, 
And ſigh as if my Eyes were Baſilisks, 
Or Breath ſhot Venom Ha! what means my Unkle ! 
Cya x. The meaning is too plain, 'tisShame andCoward-— 
Do you not ſee em written in my Forehead ? [ phics, 
What means this Pomp, theſe Shouts, thefe Heaps of Tru- 
Theſc Crouds of conquer'd Kings, and mighty Slain, 
And I but a poor idle Gazer on? 
Tisthat, tis that has ſwallow'd up my Fame, 
Branded the Son of great Aſtyages, 
Made me the Talkof all the World; 
A ſenſeleſs Block for Cyrus Foot to tread on, 
And mount the Throne of all che Univeric oo] —_— a 


Ingrateful Cyrus? 


They come forward on the Stage. 
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Cyr. Hold O ceaſe dear Unkle 
Let not our Paſſions here be made a Sport 
Tocommon Eyes e pray you wou'd withdraw) 
Tis Cyaxares Pleaſure we ſhould be 
Alone— 8o Unkle, let's fit down together, 

And I will hear with Patience if I can. * 
[Exennt, preter Cyrus and Cyaxares. 
Speak, and I' glew my Ears to ev'ry Word 
Your Voice ſhall utter. 
Cyax. Gods that I weredumb! 
That ever I ſhou'd ſpeak, when what I fay 
Recounts my Loſs, and my eternal Shame, 
With Cyrus falſe Ingratitude. 

Cyr. Still, ſtill 
You touch the ſame harſh String TelPt ou. 

What is't that hangs upon your troubled Brow ? 

Cyax. O this it i 
The Man that I have novriſh'd in mv Boſom, 

Safe guarded from an Hoſt of private Foes, 

That ſought his Lite with great Aſtyages, 

Led by the Dictates of prophetick Dreams, 
Which now to Cyaxares proves moſt true ; 

That thou, I Gy, ſnould'ſt like a ſubtil Serpent, 
Wind thy ſeif round my guardleſs Breaſt, 

Then watch thy time, and poyſon thy Preſerver. 

Cyr. Go on, go on—.l hear you patiently. 

Cyax. Nay, give me leave to put it to thy Conſcience, 
And anſwer me as thou believ ſt it true. 

Cyr. I will. | 

Cyax. Did Inotſavethee in thy Cradle? 


No ſooner had Mandana brought thee to 


The World (who then I think was innocent) 
But by Aſiyages Command thou wert 
Deliver'd to be ſlain by Har agu. 
Have you not heard this oft tor Truth? 
Cyr. 1 have. | 
ax. Have you not heard too how I ventur'd 'twixt 
My Father's Wrath and Pity, to preſerve 
Thy Life by awing Harpagns, who caus'd thee 
At my Requeſt, in private to be nurſt, | 
C Tellino 
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Telling the King that thou wert ſurely dead. 
Cyr. This I have oft been told too. 
Cyax. Did I not, 
When thou hadſt paſs d the Yearsof Intancy, 
Ott put into my Father's cruel Mind, 
Tie Senſe 5 moſt foul unnat'ral Crime 
In killing thet du ong that he repented, 
And wiſh'd a thouſand times thou wert alive 
Again This Opportunity I took 
To tell the King of the Deceit, and beg'd 
The Life of Harpagus— Then ſtraight wert thou 
Sent tor to Court, and this thou well remembteſt? 
Ce. 00: 
Cyax. This did I, though 'twas prophecy'd 
That thou ſhou'dſt quite ſubvert the Median Empire, 
And fill the Throne of great Aſtyages 
Then did I not, atter my Father's Death, 
And when [reign'd alone. keep thee ſtill by me, 
Taught thee the uſe of Arms, to chace the Boar, 
To hurl thy little Dart, and wound the Panther ; 
And when the fiery Beaſt wou'd turn upon thee, 
I then wou'd interpoſe a violent Stroax, 
And taught thee how to give a mortal Blow, 
Leaving the Savage gaſping at thy Feet, 
And this thou art well Witneſs of thy felt? 


Cyr. All this, and more you bring to my Remembrance. 


Cyax. Ist poſſible, thou baſt not then forgot 
Is this a kind Return tor all my Love 
W ho firſt began the War with Balthazar ? 
Was't not my ſelt twice beat him in ſet Battels, 
Until thou wert of Vears, when for thy Fame 
I ſent thee with the Fower of all my Strength 
To proſecute my Victories, and thou 
Wholetedious Years haſt kept the War on Foot, 
Uſing my Subjects till they have forgot RD 
Their Country's Gods, their Faſhions, and their King, 
And worſhip nothing but the Sun and thee ? 
Pity me Gods; for ſute Lam become 52 


But the poor Shadow of the Thing I was. 


Cyr. 


ur. 
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Cyr. O Unkle, hold: For I can hear na more. 
W hat wicked Min has poiton'd thus your Ear? 
Your Words, though they are moſt unjuſt, and [ 
Am guiltleſs, yet they're Daggers to my Soul 
When ſpoken with Unkindneis — ah why droops 
My Royal Unkle, hanging down your Head, > 
Throbbing that noble Heart, asif the Weight 
Ot all the Miſeries on Earth depreſs'd it? 
Snatch me ye Godsthis Moment into nothing, 
It 1 your Cyrus am the leaſt to blame 
In what you have accus'd me. 

Cya x. Well, I'vedone. 


' . Cyr. Have I worn out my Youth, at home, your Sub- 


In War your General; deny'd my ſelt Jeet, 
The ſoft Retirements of the Court, in which 
Ycur meaneſt Paraſite enjoys more Pleaſure 
Have not my Courriers found you in the Height 
Ot Fanquetting, intorm'd you of the Dangers 
That I had paſs d in ev'ry dreadful Fight, 
Which only the Relation of em made 
Your trembling Courtiers ſpill their brimming BoWN˖ls, 
And with the Palſie lif: em to their Mouths. 

Cya x. No more, my Cyrus. 

Cyr. And have I not augmented all the Kingdoms 
Ot great Aſtyages, with Hazard of | 
My own—— What Crown what Tres ſure have I gain d 
Ot which 1 did not make you firſt a Profter ? 
Dol a Secret keep, or hide from you? 
Or hoard that Wealth of which vou ſhall not ſtare ? 
Is it for this | have fo ill deſerv d 
My Uakle's Envy, aud unjuſt Suſpicion ! 

Cyax. Enough, my Cyrus. 

Cyr. Will you then embrace me? 

Cyax. I will. 

Cyr. And let me kiſs your Check? 

” ad Thou ſhalt | . 
O Cyrus ! Thou haſt conquer d me, my Cyrus 
I can no longer hold but muſt forgive thee. 22 
See, ſee thele Tears that ſprung from Tides of Grief, 
Are now augmented to a Sea ot Joy, 
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Hide em for ſhame, Oh, hide em in thy Boſom ! 
Come, I will chide no more may | be thought 
¶ Theyboth riſe up. 

A Coward, led in Triumph by my Foes, 
And put to an ignominious Death when I 
Again reflect unkindly on my Cyrus. 
Thou art my Son, this Moment I adopt thee, 
And I will die the ſooner to make Room 
For thee. 

Cyr. O my dear Father, ſay not ſo 
To morrow brings the Empire of the World, 
I ſce it plain, and dazling Victory 
Flieslike an Eaglecircling round your Head, 
To ſhew our Way o'er Hills of ſlain Ayriaus, 
And under failing Clouds of Scythian Darts, 
Which from our Shields we'll throw like ſcatter d Hail, 
Whilſt with one Voice, round the conquer'd Field, 
The Dying praiſe us, and the Living yield. 


n 
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Enter Cyrus with Guards; Cyaxares, with Hyſtaſpes, 
meeting him. 


Cyax * a Requeſt to beg of you, my Cyrus. | 
1 Cyr. What, is't my Royal Unkle? ſpeak, yet not, 
"Tis granted 'ere'tisnam'd. 

Cyax. Tis that you wou'd forgive the brave Hyſtaſpes, 
And here reſtore him to your wonted Favours. | 
Cyr. O tis the thing that I with joy intended, 
And now he's doubly fix d Riſe, my Hyſaſpes, 

My Soldier,riſe, my Kinſman, my right Arm ; 
For that was ne'er ſo near mein the Fight, 

Nor puſh'd it on ſo fiercely O my Friend! 
Doſt think I have forgot my valiant Leader, 


ot, 


But 


cr 
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But above all at the Surprize of Sardi:, 
| hen thou wert follow d by the Homotyms, 
Led by thy brave Example, all diſmounted 
Your fiery Courſers, and with Scaling-Ladders 

*Climb'd up the Walls, and ſhouted on the Top, on 
In ſpite of Showers of Flints, and Clouds of Arrows y” ©* 
Then leap'd into the Street, and there you fought, 

Till you had op'd the Gates amidſt the Guards, 


And clear'd my Way through Cluſters tothe Tow] rn 


This, this with Joy do I remember ſtill. 


Hyſt. Your Royal Grace extends too far above 

The Merits of Hyfaſpes—O 1 grieve 

When I look back on my Offence to you, 

Tae braveſt Maſter and the beſt of Kings 
Cyr. No more, Hyſtaſpes, welcome to thy Prince, 


More dear to him than Penitent Children are 


To Parents, or than Martyrs to the Gods, 


And like them tool will reward the 


Hyſt. O I know y are liberal, 
Can diſperſe Crowns and Sceptres as you pleaſe, 
And make a Monarch of the Man you tavour; 

But Pardon's the rich, only thing I beg. 
And is from Cyrus more than I can merit. 
Cyr. Enough, Hyſtaſpes; thou ſhalt ſee Llove thees, 


hen I beſtow upon thee ſuch a Treaſure. 


That all Mankind ſhall wiſh to be thy Rivals — 


Cræſus, thy Ear, 


ſend for thy Daughter ſtraight —- 


promis d thee that I wou'd chuſe a Husband 


For her, and I will do it 


Such a Husband, . 


hat thou ſhalt bleſs the happy Moment, when 
hy Wite brought ſuch a Daughter to the World 


To be ſo well beſtow d 


Crœſ. O happy Girl Lawſaria! he does 
0 kat upon her. 


Intend ſure to beſtow hi 


Go fetch her Cra as. 


Hyſt. O Gods! I dream. Can there be ſucha Thoughts? 
as he reſoly d to give Panthea to me 
Cyr. Prepare, Hyſffaſpes, now to meet ſuch Joys 
hich it thy Senſes are not all Immortal, 


Thou art not able to ſuſtai 


n Behold 
GS 


Ry: enter 


n 
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Re-enter Croeſus leading Lauſar ia attended. 


. Behold the brighteſt Star that gilds the World, 

* And makes that Boſom Heav'n where-c'er ſhe ſhines] 

© » Hyſt.Isthis the Prize of all my flatt' ring Hopes! 
Now I perceive the Gult that lies betore me, 
Let I run on, and cannot ſtop my ſelf; þ 
This Mortal Diſobedience ſtabs me quite. 1 

Lauſ. Now all ye gentle powers that pity Love, + 
And thou Diana, from the Stars look down, | | 
Behold the baſkful Virginof thy Train 
I fee my Life or Death writ in thoſe Eyes, 

There is no Mean betwixt my Heav'n or Hell, 
I'm to be 7a's'd this Moment to the Skies, 
Or flung into the bottom ot Deſpair. 

Cyr. Aſſiſt me, Fove, and all you that diperſe 
Rich Ble ſſinꝑs from the Skies Lend me your Aid ; 
Extend my liberal Hands; for I'm to make 
Two Mortals now ſo infinitely happy, 

As will amaze your Godhead all to ſee, | 
And make you wiſh to be tranſlated here 
Give me thy Hand, thou ſoft, thou lovely Virgin 
Ha! why, what makes thou tremble, ftart, and bluſh ! 
And now look pale ? This Combat of thy Beauty's 
Adorns thy Checks with double Victories, 
Whilſt both in Competition ſtrive to paint 
A Colour there toſet at Enmity 
The Lilly and the Role Draw near, Hyſtaſhes — 
Lauſ. O Gods, your Help! what does he mean to do 
Cyr. Give me your Hand-—what now? what means 
the Man ? | 
Give me your Hand, I ſay I did expect 
You ſhou'd have fle- nlike Lightning to my Arms, 
And ſnatch'd her from me, ſo unmannerly 
Thy Raptures ſhould have been Here. take her to thee—-. 
Why hoids Lauſaria back: You both draw back. 
Hyſt. Your Pardon, Royal Sir, if my Oftence 
De not to@grex? to challenge any Mercy, 
Ido confeis the Wonder ofthe Bliſs has ſtunn'y me; 
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The Joy's too great, too mighty for my Senſe, 
And therefore to approach it asl ought, 
O give me time to Aud) how to bear it. : 
Cyr. Away ; I've beard too much Tl} talk with you 
Anon What means Lanſaris ? Riſe, my Charge. 
Lauſ. Ah, why d'you kill me with ſuch a Look of Anger? 
Now your ſtrange Beauties are ſo awful grown, 
That they're above all Mortals to behold 
Without a Dread O ſtay the Lightning in 
Your Eyes — What will become of brave Hyſtaſpes, - 
It you let looſe to Action all your Frowns, 
And execute the Terror of your Looks! 
Pour em on me, twas I the Grace deny'd: 
For lo, I think ſo meanly of my ſelf, 
That Ican live to be refus'd by him. | 
Cyr. Riſe, or you preſs my yielding Heart to Death 
This hurls me on the more to thy Reven 
Guards, ſeize that Traytor, drive him from my Preſence ; 
To exile let him go, and not be ſeen 
So nearas Aſia does her ſpreading Empire bound. 


Lauf. O let me beg you wou'drecal your Doom. 
Cyax. Nephew. 


Cræſ. O Cyrus 
Mighty Prince but hear us. 
Cyr. Keep off, and give me Breath, you ſtifle me 
Why Unkle Crajus,King of Lydia, I've decreed it, 
And none amongſt the Stars ſhall e er revoke ——_— 
Away with him A thouſand Bafilisks | 
Are in his Eyes. 
Hyſt. With haſte I will obey you. 
Thus on my Knees I take your Gentle doom ; I ge — 
To Baniſnment, and if my wand'ring Steps 
Direct me whereto do you ſome poor Service, 
1'!! do't with hazard of this hated Lite 
Ten thouſand Victories, nay more, 
Immortal Crowns and everlaſting Laurels 
Acorn the Head of the moſt God-like Cyrus. 
Exit Hyſtaſpes. 
Cræſ. He's gone, and fee the King looks diſcontent. 
Gyax. Why, Nephew, Cyrus, you are mov d. 
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Lauſ. O Cyrus) Te 
Cyr. What ſays the bright, the wrong'd Lauſaria? 
Lauſ. Why have you baniſh'd from your light Hyſtaſþes? An 

In tell you then, how raſhly you have done. N 


The Sun and Moon might in our Heay'n appear, 
And both at once diſperſe their Rival Lights, 


E re our two Loves cou'd join; and ſhou'd Hyſtaſpes hope, ' 
Yet you your ſelf forbid the ſcornful Hymen. * bo 

Since it muſt out, II tell it, it my Sighs, | Th 
Mixt with Ten Thouſand Bluſhes, give me leave | W 
F love(Heav'ns!) This poor Daughter to a Captive Prince, At 
Owns it with Pride that ſhe does love the Man, | 

Ot all the World, the greateſt, braveſt, Soul Wo 
As e er the Gods put in a mortal Body. Sq 

Cyr. Alas! What's this I hear! 

Lauſ. Now judgeby what I've ſaid, it I cou'd c er A 
Deſcend to love another I have done | S, 
O look not on me, I am all on Fire, T 
Burnt up with Bluſhes which theſe Tears enrage. | By 
This mortal Secret you have wreck d from me mw 
Wil kill Lauſaria. | [4 

Crœſ. Unhappy Girl. 1 

Lauf. Give me a Vail: And now the World farewe!. 1 5 

Cyr. What means the bright, the wrong d Lauſaria? ; 
Why doſtthou hide thy Charming Face from Cyrus? 1 


Lauſ. Tis juſt, after a Confidence ſo new, 

It ſhou'd tor ever thus be ſhut from you. 

My Bluſhes to all Eyes may be unknown, 

But oh! I ne'er can ſhrowd em from my own, 

Olympus is too low. I want beſide 

The Sun to be eclips d. my Shame to hide. e 

Cold Cydnus, make thy ſley Stream my Urn, 

To drown my Flames, and quench me now I burn. 

| [Exit Lauſ. 

Cyax. What does not this ſtart Pity from your Eyes 

And Heart? 

Cyr. Tell me; inſtruct me what to do 

© Cyaxares, lend me thy dear Breaſt, 

T' unload my Griets, and learn thy precious Council 

Nun for Hyſtaſpes quick, it not too late, 
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Tell him his Prince repeals his Baniſhment, 
Will take him to his gentle Arms again 
Excuſe, dear Unkle, theſe unruly Paſſions, [Exit Officer. 


| 
F And Oh, my Friends, forgive your Cyrus Frailtics. 
[ Sound of a Trumpet. 1 

Enter to them Artabaſus, : 

. What means this Trumpet's formal ſound? _.The News? 


Arta Itisa Herald trom th' Aſſyrian Camp, 
That ſays, the Seythian Queen, the brave Thomyris, 
With A&radatas, the young Suſan King, 
| | Attendto ask a momentsParley with you. | | 

Cyr, Then we ſhall ſee this wonder of her Se æę 
Craſus, thou knowſt her Is ſhe then ſo Brave, 

So Great, and Valiant as the World reports her ? 

Craſics. She is indeed a Woman of ſuch Spirit 

As you have heard of Juno. of ſuch Honour, 

Such haughty Valour,and ſo Maſculing, 

That ſhe's well call'a, the Miracle of Woman; 

But then, like bold Simiramis, ſhe rages 

With ev'ry Viceof the moſt turious, wild, 

And monſtrous ot her Sex; Yet Abradatas 

Is truly Valiant, Brave, ard Virtuous — 

But bark, ſhe comes. this Trumpet ſpeaks her Entrance. 


. 


—— 


Enter to them Thomyris, Abradatas, Women and Atten- 
dan ee, in State, Scythian Guards. 
Cyr. She is indeed of admirable Preſence. 
Thom. There cannot be a Wonder en the Earth 
So Great as Cyrus is: It thou art he, 
Or is't ſome God, or Mars himſelt I fee; 
For ſure theſe Eyes weile never bleſs'd before 
With ſucha fight—— What's Balthazar, and all 
The Princes of the Globe compar'dto him ! 
Now I no more admirehis mighty Fortune, 
That Goel ke Mein and Preſence is enough 
T'cnſlave great Kings, and awe the barb'rous World 
I need not ask who is the famous Cyrus? 
Something which makes great Souls ſo near ally d, 
Tells me you are that — brave Man. AE 
Cyr. I am that moſt unworthy Cyrus What 


3 2 r 


What wou'd the Great, th' moſt tamous in the World 
The Scythian Queen ? 

Thom. Hear me, Divineſt King. 

Curſe me, you Powers, and languiſh all m y Fame, 
Now Ibchold the gallant Cyrus Perſon, 

it e er injuſtly | become your Foe. 

Nay, VI! torgetthe Murder ot my Son, 

And lay his Death was my Misforturc only 
You have Virgin that's Pan hea call'd, 

The Mourniog, longing Wife of this young Prince, 
Whom (cer the Prieſt had ſaid his binding Pray'r) 
The Gods, to ſhew the moſt incertain State 

Ot human things, ſnatch'd from his Nuptial Arms, 
And boreher trom him by a Storm of Fate, 

Ev'n in a time when they did think to join 

Faſt as their Wiſhes —She your Priſoner is. 

All Places fave, andpriviledge the Fair; 

B-auty is even heli in War moſt ſacred, 

And Cyrus cannot ſtoop to do a thing 

That is not brave. 

Cyr. G2 on, bright Queen. 

Thomy. Long hearing of thy vaſt and proud Succeſſes 
O'er all Mankind. In pity of the World, 

I drew a force of Forty Thouſand Men, 

From my own yet unconquer's Land to aid 
Thy Enemies, this Army we'll withdraw; 
And with brave Cyrus make immortal League, 
It ke'!lreſtore the ſad Panthea tous. 

Cyr. Now bleſt be all thoſe Deities that ſav 
The ſolemn Rites performing gainſt their Wi.1s, 
And would not let the Hym:neal Torch 
Be light Ask you me, whom piteous Heaven 
Sent by a Miracle to my Protection ! 

Demand my Crowns, my everlaſting Fame, 
My ſhining Trophies, and my Victories : 
For they are not ſo dear, nor halt ſo ſacred, 
Nor look fo bright in all the World's eſteem 

Abra. O Iam rui.. ij Hiell is in my Boſom 
Panthea's loſt, undone, inconſtant, ha! 

She loves him too perhaps —O thought-like Death 


Curſe 
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Curſe on this feeble Arm that cou'd not guard her, 


Nor had the Courage to aſſault my Breaſt. 
Cyax. lt is apparent that the Gods were all 

Diſpleas'd and meant thoſe Nuptialsſhou't not be, 

W hen at the very Altar, hke a Dove 

From the fierce Vultures Claws they reſcu'd her. 
Abra. O King of an immortal Fame! 

Dread (Cyrus, thou art Great, above the World. 


There is no Thought a Woman here can fix 
| Thy Soul, that ſoars and ranges like the Sun, 
| Behold me from thy Power, ike awtul Jove, 
And O] reſtore me to my Heavnot Love, 


Pity my Youth, and give Pant hea to me; 
O give her to my Soul, and I willacd 


To the bright Queens, Ten Thouſand valiant Archers, 


And vow my ſelt thy true Confederate... 
Think not tis tear that makes me Roop ſo lov- 
To beg of Thee, but mighty Lovethat muſt 
Be till obey d; elſe l ou d meet thee daring 


At th' Head of all thy Army, ſhouting loud 


To animate the Courage ot their Leader: 
And O Panthea were Panthea but 
The Victor's Prize, the bleſſed Hopes ſhou'daid me 
To k I thi: great Diſturber of the World. 
Thom. Spoke like thy ſelf, my Valiant Abradats;, 


Thou haſt a Scythian's Courage in thy Breaſt. 
Intreat no more; for Cyrus dare not hold her. 
The Gods and Thomyris have decreed 

To fetch Panthea back in Triumph from him 
To morrow I will meet theein the Front 


Of Patte!, where it ſhall be tben recorded 
To thy eternal Shame and Intam y, 
A Woman conquer'd thee. 


Or. Proud Queen, retreat leaſt we profane the Truce, 


The niceſt Law of Arms can ne er indure 


Such daring Provocations. 
Enter Panthea attended. 
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Soul of my Love, and Lord of my Defires; 
Am Jo bleſt to ſee thee once again! 
To embrace thee once betore I die, 
Save me from Fears, from Priſon, and from Harms, 
And lock me ſate within theſe tender Arms. 

Abra. O my Panthea! Let me hold thee faſt, 
Hoard al! my numbetleſs and breathleſs Kiſſes, 
On thy ſott Checks at once: For ſomething tells me, 
This Pleaſure is too great and rich tolaſt —. 
O ſtir not from me. 

Panth No, we'll never part 
Our Love's ſhall here incorpꝰ rate us like Air; 
Not S:vords, nor Death, ſhall any way divide us. 
Now tis beyond the Power of Jealouſy, 
Or Jove himſelf this Gordion to untie. 
Nay, Cyrus is too Brave, too Good to ſee 
Such faithful Loverslanguitſhany longer. 

Cyr. O I am ſtruck A thouſand Stings dart all 
At once their pointed Venom in my Eyes, 
Andnowl feel em in my *reaſt Tell me, 
What ist beſides the mortal ſtroke ot Love 
That pains your Cyrus thus? See bow they graſp !-—- 
Tis that, tis that aſſiſt me Cyaxares —— 
Say E Friends, what ſhall be done to part een 
Speak, will you ſee me rack d My Souls between 
Each cloſe Embrace, 
And will rot, cannot bear it any longer 
Prince, from this fatal Extaſie retire, 
This ſight will Mortal be to one of us. 

Abra. Thou ſhalt not ſtir I will not move without her, 
But leave ten thouſand Limbs, if I'd ſo many, 
Hack'd off, and hew d from this unhappy Body, 
But I will bear her hence O my Pant hea 
O Mother! let me loſe this hated Life: 
Firſt let me die befoce I part with her. 

Panth. Think not of Death, my Abradatas, lo, 
The gallant Monarcu melts, and ſays it too; 
Our Livcs ſhall be immortal as our Loves. 

Thom. Cyrus has reach d the utmoſt brink of Greatneſs—- 


The Gods no longer will diſpute thy Fate, 
| Since 


] 
| 
( 
4 
8 
I 


zer, 


z ince 


Since they havepuniſh'd thee with lawleſs Love; 

A curſed Charm that flumbers all thy Virtues, 

That thou ſhalt never more awake to Glory 

Retire my Son, from Beauty run to Day, 

And, by the Gods, Panthea ſhall be thine 

To morrow, when we ſhall only encounter 

With the ſtarv'd Genius, weary Fame of Cyrus. 

My Women ſhall be toremoſt in the Fight, 

And with their naked Breaſts and Arms diiplay'd, 

Shall lead this ouce brave Man a Caprive-Slave, 

This empty Form of his departed Greatneſs. 
Panth. O Royal Mother! 

Why d' you miſtake? You wrong the God-like (yr. 

O give him gentle Words, mild as the Sound 


Ot Pray rsand Sighs in Sacrifices us d; 


Speak t'him, approach him as indeed you ought, 
As Conqu'ror of the World, and you ſhall ice 
No God can be ſo laviſh, nor ſo kind. 

Abra. My dear Panthes, 'whyd'you thus proceed 
Unleſs you wiſh to make me worſe than Woman. 
Hold, while I've Reſolution in my Breaſt, 

And all thy Heav'n of Charms will let me go; 
By thoſe, thy ſeit I ſwear, the greateſt Oath 
That I can take, to Morrow I will bring 

Thy Abvradstas to thee, live or dead. 

Panth. No, ſay not ſo — Thus kneel with thy Panthea, 

My Hand cloſe lock'd in thine, my Abradatas, 

And ſend our Tears and our Requeſts together 

Look mighty Conq'rour caſt your Eyes beneath, 

| [ Both kneel. 
And may your Arms and Fame increaſe in Wars, 
As you to Love, are pityfuland kind. 

Abra. Now, God- like Cyrus, trom thy Rage look down, - 
By all thoſe Virtues that have made thee ſhine, 
And gain'd the Name of the Immortal Cyrus, 
Oh, ſtoop to ſee what mighty Love can do, 
That humbles thus thy generous Ene iy, 

And makes a Suppliant of thy mortal ſt Foe— 
Since you have felt the Rage of Jealous Love, 
The Fire that burns unruly in you Brealt, 
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J. 26 . 
_ Pity me then, and give Panthea to me: 
* O give her to theſe Arms! 
1 . Panth. Mighty Cyrus, 
1 Give Abradatas to my thouſand Wiſhes, 
1 And Oh, reſtore his lov d Pant hea to him 
1 Cyr. They kneel... She kneels 
Rh See, ice, my valiant Friends, | 
5 Do not my Eyes ſhed Blood ? — They ſhou'd, they ſhou'd, 
| For allthe Torments that 1 feel within. 
8 This is the ſharpeſt Stroak that ever touch d 
15. My Virtue here Riſe, Goddeſs.— In this Poſture 
1 Thouart more cruel to thy Cyrus far 
1 Than he can be to thee. 
1 Panth. Here we will grow, 
5 Thus ever fix d, thus rooted as you ſee us, 
| | Till from the nobleſt Breath of all the World, 
We hear the Seatence of our Death or Lite. 
1 Cyr, Oh Friends I feel a war within my Breaſt. 
x The horrid Sound of Fights, and parting Ghoſts 
Are all but Muſick to my tortur'd Senſe —- 
| Vet fain I'd get the Vict'ry o'er my ſelt 
It But Oh, I can't! and find I am too weak —— 
> . By all the Gods it is beyond a Mortal 
=_ Ha! part em, or the Sig ht will kill 
| Your General And Oh, my Fellow-Soldiers! 


Stay whilſt this dreadful Moment | retire, 

And having rais'd Panthea from the Ground, 

Send my triumphant Rival back; for this 

Is more than all the Wounds e' er bad in Fight, 

And I can fly from nothing but this Sight. [ Exit Cyrus. 
Abra. Now, now I curſe my Tamevels, and theſe Knees 

That male me ſtoop to low tobeg ev 'n thee 

f | 4 { Away, Pant lea, wiſh me not to ſtay * 

7 Go to thy Goaler back, and load his Head 

With Curſes, whilſt thy Abradaras ſhall _ 

Yrepare to fight, and pour em all upon him. 
Thom. Go, we muſt leave thee in thy Priſon again, 

But in the Morning thou ſhalt riſe from thence, 

Bright as the Sun that revelsin his Chariot, 

Aud ice thy ſelt as tee Go, whilit we ſtay. 

Revenge 
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Revenge grows tame, and we forget thy Wrongs. 
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Go, whilſt my Woman Soul can give thee leave, 
And all the Bleſſings ot a Love that's chaſte, 
A taithful, tender Wife's kind Thoughts attend thee. 
F Abra. O my Panthea 
4 Panth. And to inſpire thee more, call to thy Mind 
4 Dur Infant-Loves, the ſoft, and precious Vows 
e That we have oft exchang'd Nights without Number, 
As were the Stars our Witneſſes, till all 
Thoſe petty, leſſer Knots were quite unravelld. 


But Oh, regard — regard that precious Life, 
By which bothlive, and all the Gods protect thee. 


With all the Pleaſures that are yet to come, 
And thoſe that are like Viſions ſlide away; 
How oft we've tyr'd the Watchings of the Moon, 
Till the pale Empreſs of the Night grew weary, 
And fatto reſt behind a filken C ou. 

Thom, Have done, or I muſt act the Part of Cyrus, 
And tear you from each others Arms. 


Methinks already the fierce Storm begins, 
And bears thee from me o'er a :\:outand Billows. 


But Oh! rough Horror like a deſperate Sea, 
Throws me trom off Love's Fortrefs and from thee. 


long, 
Our weary'd Barks may meet, the Storm o'er-blown, 
Truſt tilthe morrow what the Gods can do. 

[Exeunt Thomyris, Abradatas, and Attendants, at one 
Door; and Panthea weeping with her Maids; at an- 
other. M anent Cyaxares,Croefus,Artabaſus,andGuorg:. 

___ Cyax. Let a ſtrong Guard atten the Scythian Queen, 
Til ſhe is ſafearriv'd within her Camp. 
Re- enter Cyrus, 
Cyr. Tell me, kind Uncle, ell thy Orus quickly, 
How bore the ſad Panthea her Departure ? 
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Panth, Then muſt we part! yet I'm toblame — Begone, 


And made one Nuptial Bond... I've done Fare we! 


Abra. The Thoughts ot thee ſhall ſtill enrich my Mind 


Aora. This Kiſs,and then we part —Farewel—it comes, 
Panth. Thee, likea Rock, I tain wou'd hold but cannot. 


Abra. Weep not, my Soul Who knows but that ere 


D 2 Cyax. 


» oj 4 - WT. 
4 0 N 
Narres 


4 9 
n * 


38 
_ Cyax. As ſilent as the Day gives way to Night, 

And patient as the Spirit of a Saint 

Dying, and leaving all the World behind him. 

Cyr. Run, Artabaſus, run, and kneel before her, 
Tell her, what Kingdom in the World can buy 
One Smile, or Tear on Abradatas thrown, 

And't ſhall be hers — The Sea's, nor Cræſus Hoard, 
I Holds not the Wealth that I will bid for cither. , 
4. My Life, nay ſay Ten thouſand Lives are hers _— 
x Tell what thou canſt invent Tell her what not ; 
BY Say more than it thou wert in Love, thou then | 
„ Cou'dſt ſay Yet hold, [ will not truſt thy ſelt alone 
1 Come all with me— You, Uakle, are a Father, 
* Speak as you wou d do to your only Daughter; 
— - Drop all the Sweetneſs cf a Parent's Tongue 
Craſus is wiſe, and has been taught to ſpeak, 
Thy Eloquence has clear'd the Delpick Riddles, 
O chat m my Goddeſs ate thou charm'ſt the God 
Creſ. Elie may I fall a Sacrifice to Cyrus — 
Cyax. Rejoice, my Cyrus, doubt not thy Succeſs; 
That needs muſt move, which tortures all our Pity. 
Cyr. Tis ſhe muſt pity, you forgive my Paſſion 
Lend me a Dagger one of you, or kill me; | 
Come, who is Noble level here thy Dart, 
And reach this wanton Cu pid in my Heart: 
= Death from my mcaneſt Vaſſal I will ſtand, 
E | Or fall by any but a Woman's Hand; 
| For Love ſtill playsthe Tyrant with the Great, e 
Lets Fools and Cowards proſper in their State, 
And only makes the Brave untortunate. 
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15 | ¶Exeunt Omnes. 
— 14 Aer W. SCENE'L 
114 Scene draws, and diſcovers Cyrus, and Cyaxares; they come 
= | forwards. 
1 | Cyr JF ET more! Havel not ſaid enough dear Uncle ? 
1 Y And have you not already feen and heard 5 
14 * | * it 
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With bluſhing, too much of your Cyrus Frailties? 
Cyax. Tellme, my Cyrus, when you havedisclos'd 
The heavy Load that lies upon your Soul, 
I pour a Balm into't ſhall give you Eale_——— 
Theſe Strugglings of the nobler Paſſions ſhew 
The moſt heroick Mind that ever was. 
Cyr. O Cyaxares! I'm a} Guilt, all Stain, 
Ev ul that rid the foremoſt in the World, 
And knew how dear, how great, and how eſteemd 
A Thing my hard- got Honour was —yet that, 
! Andallaredrown'd within a Sea ot Love, 
My Empires, Crowns quite ruin'd by the Fair, 
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That gilded o'er the deep deluding Danger, 
Then tempted me to ſplit — O al my Fame, 
My matchleis Glories with my ſelf are ſank, 
In the falſe footing of a Woman's Smile. 

Cyax. Lou are impartial toa Fault, my Cyrus, 
Whoſe Love is guided by the Rays of Virtue—— 
The Crime is not fo great to be in love; 

The Gods themſelves have often felt its Power, 
Witneſs the many Scapes of Jupiter. 
And the wiſe Men have all confeſs d, that once 
In his whole Life the braveſt, greateſt Man 
May ſtoop to Love 
Nay, Solon has confeſs'd, 
That he himſelf was aro to Love, 

h 


Cyr. Seion! had Solon thaꝭ toloſe as I have? 
Had he the Buſineſs of thEWorldto fill 
His Thoughts, and chace away all ſoft Ideas? 
Books might have taſhion'd his tame Soul to Love, 
| But mine ſhou'd have been hardened wrought by War, 
— Proof as the Anvil 'gainft the Cyclops Hammer, 
And Glory in my Breaſt ſhou'd havecclips'd 
The Rays of Beauty — How Ihate my ſelf! 
Achilles, whena Boy, did never handle 
wy And play the Diſtaff with ſuch female Sk il. 
Cyax. Still you run on, are tos ſevere a Judge 
Ev 'n to your ſelf, your Honour is too nice, 
? And dictates to you with a rigid Breath, 
This noble Caution ore your looter Paſſions, 
ith FE ts N | D 3 J 
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Sbe vrs on a greater Conqueſt o'er your Mind, 
Than if you ne'er had felt what Love had been 
'Tis Mortal-like to be the Aim of Vice, 
But it is God-like to reſiſt its Fury. 
Cyr. Teach me, dear Unkle, teach me how to do ſo: 
I feel my Virtue now begins to tire, 
And Love plays all the Tyrant in my Soul, 
When! begin to wiſh the Pain away, 
O then I wiſh the pleaſant Grief to Ra: 


Enter to them Hy ſtaſpes. 


Hyſt. Thus low Hyſtaſpes falls beneath your Feet, 
And comes to know his Monarchs joytul Doom. 

Cyr, Welcome, Hyſtaſpes, once more to my Arms, 
And from this Time for ever to my Breaſt; 

No Love, nor Jealouſy ſhall henceforth throw 

Suſpicions*twixt my Friend and me. 
Hyſt. Then tis. 

Above the Malice of Fiends in Hell, 

To ſhock me from the State I now remain in; 

Bleſs'd be the Gods that have again inſtal/''d me 

In the immortal Throne ot Cyrus's Favour — 

But oh ! forgive, forgive your Soldier's Crimes, 

Led by his Frailties. 

Cyr. Thou art good Hyſtaſpes ; 

Tis thou haſt Cauſe to blamethy Cyrus Temper, 
When like a Man infe&ted, mad in Love, 

I threw atrandom,. burt my deareſt Friends; 

So rag d with the wild Promerhear Fire; 

ButT willquench it, quench.it ev'ry Spark, 

And the bright Venus then, that glitter'd in 

My Eyes, Iwill behold hurtleſs as Shadows, 

Or as Fove's Bird the Eagle does the Sun. 

Hyf#. O my lov'd Lord, purſue your galiant Hopes, 
She ſhall bg yours by all the Powers above; 
My ſelf ſhall hold your Hymer's Torch——O 3ir, 
She's too divine for all the World but you. 

Cyr. No mare, H, faſpe There is ſomething in 
Thy Eacethatfhews thou art not yet wel) pleas d 
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Tell me hy look'ſt thou ſtill upon us with 
A troubled Brow ? & 
Hyft. 1 came from ſuch a Sight 
* Wou'd ftrike Compaſſion from obdurate Rocks, 
And make ſott Pity flow from Hearts of Steel, 
The Courage of your Soldiers flags to tell it. 
5 Cyr. Out with it, tho', let it be ne er ſo dreadful. 
Hyſt. The tair, th* unhappy, innocent Lauſaria 
Is grown diſtracted by a violent Grief ; 
Her Wits, her precious Senſes quite are gone; 
” TheOrnamentsof ſo much Beauty fled ! 
! Fledtothe Gods that gave them, and, no doubt, 
Eier long willdraw the lovely Body after. 
Cya x. Ha! what ſay'ſt thou? 
Cyr. Can this de true, Hyſtaſbes ? 
Cyax. The Cauſe? 
Hyſt. Do you not gueſs it, fince ſhe own'd 
A Paſſion for the great, and famous Cyrus? 
The {ad occaſion was, alas! that ſhe 
Too lightly had reveal'd her Love to you: 
For from your Preſence, ſhene ſooner was 
Convey'd to her Apartment, but her Anger, 
Which firſt adorn d her Face with bluſhirg Red, 
Straight ſnatch'd the Roſes from her Cheeks, and left 
A pale, and trembling Colour in their ſtead 
Mountains and Hills come cover me ſhe {aid ; 
No, no, eternal Darkneſs ſhroud my Head, 
From Cyrus's light ——O! Cyrus foliows me; 
He mocks me hide me from his {cornful Eyes. 
Cyr. Hold, hold, Haſſaſpes give meStrength to hear thee 3 
Thou pour'ſt ill News too faſt upon my Soul 
So Fut goon. 
e. This for fome Minutes held her, 
Till trom the fatal Extaſie, ſhe roſe, 
; Ang ſtruggling to recal her wandring Senſes, 
Look'd round about her, wild and beautiful. 
But oh! (thourafh Aſiner va to permit it 
She let her Words at random fo diſperſe, 
That we too ſoon the fatal Meaning knew, 
Through all their dark and riddled Senſe. 


Tell 
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Cyr. Pry'chee, what ſaid ſhe? Say, did the not curſe 
Hy/t. Thus ſhe wou d tal (me? 


Where's Cyrus, where? has he not heard | love him 
Curs d be the Wretch that firſt diſclos'd my Flame, 
See where ſhe's hurld, and has no Reſt below, 

A thouſand Souls of chaſt and modeſt Virgins 
Arm at her Sight, and drive me from the Shades ; 
Then muſt I back intothe World again ! 

O there is Cyr#s, and Panthea too, 

He loves her, and ſhe loves him notagain ! 

Ha! thereth'art puniſh'd, falſe deluding Man, 
Thou art Revenge me, O Panthea, on him 
But ſee, my Cyrus weeps, O pity him 

Cruel Panthea! crueleſt of thy Sex! 

What mercileſs Panther gave thy Mother Suck, 
That bred in thee ſuch monſtrous Savage Nature, 
As not t adore ſo excellent a Man? 


Enter to them Crœ ſus weeping, 


Craf. O Cyrus, I perceive the Gods ordain 
Thy Friends and Foes to fall alike by thee, 
By all their Ruins to adorn thy Triumph; 
Pity the Man whoſe Breath thou didſt reſtore, 
Pity my Daughter on whoſe future State 
That Lifedepends Go in, and ſee that Wreck, 
What wild Deſtruction thy ſtill conquering Genius, 
In Loveas well as War, has madeamong 
Lauſaria's Beauties. 
Cyr. When, when ye Gods will all theſe Miſchiefs ceaſe, 
Or grow to ſuch a Bulk will fink me quite. 
Chide me not, Crœſus, chide not the Unhappy, 
Convey me to her ſtraight, and ſtrive 
With meto charm the cruel Deities, 
And ſave the greateſt Miracle of Love. AN 
[ Zxeunt Cyrus and Croeſus, 
Cyax. Why, why ye Gods, has Cyrus ſo deſer vd! 
Thatalm oft at the Race's end of Glory, 
Worſe than Pandora's Plagues is ſent amongſt us : 


Beauty thou ſubtile Spoiler of the World. 
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Man werea God-head were it not for thee, 
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And there was never Hero yet below 

That rais'd the jealous Envy of the Gods, 

But this, this never failing Curie was ſent 

To ruin all his Fame, and blaſt his Glorics 


| Hy/taſpes, when does Balthazar intend 


To give us Batre] ? 
Hy/?. Early this next Morning; 
I underſtood it by a Slave of mine, 
That fled at my Command ſome few Days ſince, 


And dwelt a Spy within the Enemies Camp. 
He's row return'd, and tells me both the Nun ber, 
Order, and Strength of this ſo potent Army; 
He likewiſe ſays, that next their Multitudes, 


They put their chiefeſt Hopes and Confidence 


In brave Thomyris, and ber Scythian Bowmen. 


| Relying thus on his unweildy Furces, 


And ted with Lyes of Soothſayers, he remains 
Cloie ia his Teut, carrouſes, teaſts, and revels, 
Scorning the Gods, the Fates, and thinks them poor, 
And all de ſides his boaſted Power but mean. 
Cyax. Wou'd it were now, Hy#aſpes, wou'd the Fight 
Were now beginning, and the Trumpets Call 
Did rouze fond Cyrus trom theſe painted Dreams, 
The Danger wou'd be leis to find him ſo 
Inclos'd, thin in his Tems beſieg'd with Love, 
His Breaſt laid open to the poy ſonous Darts 
Of cruel Peauty. | 
Hyft. O the happy time! 
Th Rage ſoft tyranncus Love ſt-all then have End, 
When Cyrus kindles once again the Heat 
That firſt inſpir'd his noble Breaſt with Glory. 
Cyax. 1 bear a ſudcen Noiſe of claſhing Swords — 
[ Noiſe of fighting within. 
Look out, Hyſtaſpes, goand ſee the Matter. 
[ A; Hyſtaſpes is going off, enter in haſte Artabaſus 
with his Sword drawn. | 
Arta. Where's Cyrus? where's the King? Great 
Pity the braveſt Valour in the World [ Cyaxares, 
Haſte, Sir, and ſave the Gallant Abradatas, 
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Wich great and moſt unequal odds oppreſt 
Haſte for the ſakes of all your braveſt Men: 
Or at ſo dear a Rate he ſells his Life, 
That with's own Hand already he has ſlain 
trange Numbers of the ſtouteſt Ranks, whoſe V. lour 
Puſht em firſt on to meet his daring Blows. 
Cyax. What madneſs forc'd him thus to his Deſtruction 
Arta. His ſeſperate Love led him fo boldly on; 
For with a Troop, compos d of all his beſt 
And ſtouteſt Men, he ſtraight broke through our Camp, 
W ho ſtood more wondring at their Madneſs, than 
Atraid And though of all his valiant Followers 
Scarce ten remain alive beſides himſelf, 
Yet Til. he ventures on, and calls for Cyrus 
But har k, they this way come 

Cyax. Follow Hyſtaſpes— 

[ As Cyaxares, and the reſt are going off, Enters Abrada- 
tus fighting againſt 3 great many, Cyaxares and the 
reſt join againſt him and his followers. 

Brave Abradatas yield, whilſt you are ſafe. 

Abra. Yield ! By the Gods that hated Breath 1 ſcorn 
The Spirits of my murder'd Friends around me 
Still guard me from the Thoughts ot ſuch a Baſeneſs 
Do'ſt think I undertook ſo brave a Deed 
With the leaſt thought of Living, or of Yielding ! 

No, Fight I will till ev'ry Sine fail me: 
And when my Arms can lift a Sword no longer, 
Ii ſtretch 'em forth to all your Cymeters; 
Now to be parted from my bleeding Body, 
Before I' ſuffer em to be tamely bound 
Come all. Quick, make an end ot me— Ye Gods. 
Wou'd I had Cyrus now but in thy Place; 
Thus wou'd I do, thus uſe my hated Rival. 
Eyſt. Kill, kill the raging Prince, if he'll be ſtill 
Thus obſtinate. 
Cyax. I charge youev'ry Man 
To fave him, and with ſpeed take him alive. 
[They Fight, Cyaxares in the Skirmiſh is mortally wound- 
&, Abradatas is taten Priſoner, and diſarm d. 


: Abra. 
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; FA {: Villains! choak'd I am with Multitudes ; 
O that 1 want the Fierceneſs ofa Lyon 


To chace this Herd of Slaves and Cowards from me. 
Hy. What ail you, Sir ? O curſed Sight, you biecd ! 
ur Cyax. I fear I've been too raſſ 
Gion And feel I'm wounded in my mortal''& Part. 


{ Re-enter to them Cyrus in haſte. 
' 


NP, | myſt. The Gods torbid -O Sir, retire, and vicw not 


This fad Miſchance. 
Cyr. Ha! 
Craf. Hyſtaſpes, how came this topaſs? 
Cyr. Elaſt me, you vicious Planets of my Birth; 
Fall on me all the wrath of Hcav'n at once, 
Can this be true what here my Eyes behold _—- 
rada- My Unkle wounded ! tis not much I hope :? 
d the Cy2x. Les, tis to Death, and by my fleeting Soul 
am not ſorry fort. But why grieve you? 
| I now ſhall tug the Reins of Rule no more, 
— And you ſhall drive the Chariot of the Worid 
| Alone My Lite that ſtood ſo lorgi'th* way 
k Dividing all the while Ambition with thee, 
Shall ſhare with thee, and of thy Hopes no more. 


Cyr. Fetch my Phyfitians—Run tor Artiſts ſtraight, 


A Kingdom ſhall be his that cures his Hurt. 
Cya x. Stir not, I charge you tis beyond all Art 
To fave my Life F ve but a Moment's Breath 
To ſpeak, yet whilſt that laſts, it's thine, my Cyrus; 
And likewiſe all that's mine I give to thee, 
* Commit my only Daughter to thy Care, 
She's young. and may in time grow up thy Wife. 
Cyr. Curſt Abradata:Cur ſt be all the Fates 
That led thee thus to Triumph ſtill upon me, 
Firſt in my Love, and now in Cyaxares; 
But by the Gods by my wreng'd Self I {wear 
I will be tame nolonger, but will ſweep thee, 
nd- Likea fierce Whirlwind trom the Face of Cyrus, 
Vert thou the Mynion of the ſpite ful Stars; 


* Les, though ten Thouſand Cupids on their Knees, 
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1 |. And Venus weeping Eyes ſhou'd beg to ſave thee: 

= - Abra. I kill'd him bravely, by the Gods 1 did, 

'K 55 Kill'd him as I wou'd thee, hadſt thou been there. 

N Cyr. Away with him to ſpeedy Death, I charge you. 
* Cyax. Hold, Crus hold, thy gallant Prince ſays true; 


Let me not be the Cule of his hard Fate, 
It was my Fortune, and the Chance of War. 
Cyr. Torture me not with the Requeſt; I yow 
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p . It is the only thing I cannot grant you. 

BY Cyax. You muſt O my Dear Cyrus, I have been : 
= To blame, my Envy of thy gallant Deeds 4 
1 22 me to meet the Death I have deſerv'd 3 Far 
15 Had I but pleas d my ſelf to hear thee proſper, An. 
bs | And treaſur'd thy E xploits within my Breaſt, Be 
$ As a kind Unkle ſhou'd have done to Cyrus, | Ca 
) O then I had been happier. An 
9 . Perſia, and Media now ſhall be but one; C-: 
ir Par greater than Aſyages thou art, He 
a The firſt ſole Monarch of the Medes and Perſians —- | Th 
1 1 | Cyrus farewel —— Kiſs me, and then I go. [ dyes, As 
11 Cyr. He's fled, the kindeſt, deareſt, braveſt Man Lo 
11 That ever bleſt the World, is gone Dry up Ca 
1 Your Tears, and hide your Sorrows in your Breaſts, In! 


*Tis poor and mean to ſpend our griefs like Women, 
Ten Thouſand Dearhs are all too little for thee, [To Abrad, Tb 
No, thou ſhalt live, and grow in ſtudy d Torments ; Alt 


1 Ii carry thee where-e'rel go, to be Te 
A The Sport of my Revenge, ard ev ry day M. 
1 Thou ſhalt be brought i th midſt of all thy Pains If: 

. To hear thee houl before me Oo with him 

49 To Tortures, Chains, Impriſonment— Away. = 


Enter to them Running and Neeping, Panthea attended, as | + 
Abradatas is carrying off. 


Panth. Hold, whither is my Abradatas going? 
Brave Cyrus ſtay, recal yourdread Commands 
Ah! where d' ye hurry my dear Prince ſo faſt ? 


[To the Guards. 
Still Abradatas will you be thus raſh? 


Adventuring 
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: Adventuring through a Thouſandthreatning Deaths, * 
To come to this accurſed Place to meet 
Your certain Ruin; cruel as you are, 
More cruel to your ſelf and me than Cyrus far. 
Cyr. Still does ſhe come to brave my little Power, 2 
And chain my weak Reſolves —She knows her ſtrength, © 
By all the Gods ſhe does, and dares me to't— | 
Keep em aſunder, part em whilſt I'm in 
The mind Perhaps anon I may forget 
I id you Oo, and part em now for cver. 
Abra. Lou urge in vain, the Tyrant muſt b'abey d 
Farewel, our Loves ſhall ſhine amongſt the Stars, 
And make Immortal Lights that never ſhall 
Be quench'd— There we will rule, and 2 the Planets, 
Cauling em ev'ry one to ſhed their worſt, 
And mortal't Venom on his curſed Head, , 
Panth. Ah no, you wrong the brave and God-like Cyrus, 
He is more mild than tender Mothers are; 
be Spring is not ſo ſweet that lows from Winter, 
[ dyes, As are the Paſſions of that brave rough Man... ' 
Look thou Immortal; great on Earth as Jove, {Kneel:. 
Can you behold me kneel, and hear me be 
In vain, who once you {aid was Beautiful, and lov d: 
Cyr. Panthea riſe, | cannot fee you bend 
Abrad, There's ſomething in thoſe Eyes wou'd cheat me ſtill, 
Although I know their kindneſs is not meant 
Te me-— No, no, theſe Prayers and Tears are all 
My Rivals ſtill—Behold there's one cou'd ſpeak 
It it had Lite, but that is ſlain by 8 * he budyof 
| Shews t . 
ä * 
| Ot Abradatas Fate. 
:ded, as ® Panth. Ah me, the fight 
Is dreadful, but you muſt forget it —« 
He kill'd him fairly in his Lite's Defence, 
And you may add a little too for Love 
he gallant Cyrus wou'd have done as much, 
Had he been urg'd, or had thelike Occaſion. 
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Cyr. Away Panthea, hence, thou plead'ſt againſt 
Thy ſelf, and haſt recall'deach wandering Spark 
That ſtray'd without my Breaſt, and tann'd em to 
A Flame, that it thou talk'ſt, will ne'er be queach'd._ 
Away with him, | ſay Death to you ali 


Abrad. 1 court that Death, and cannot wiſh to live 
A life ſo mean that's in thy power to give; 


But ah, Panthea ! 7 f 

Panth. Stay, for we muſt live . 

Or dye together Cyrus, take thy Choice . 

Give me thy Hand, my Love Thus we will grow, j 

EPanthea runs and ta bes Abrad. by the Hand. 

Joining our {elves together thus thus fix d, . 
y great Diana's Soul, im moveable 


So mingle not our Souls, nor Beams of Sight ſo twiſt 

As are theſe Hands united Why d'ye ſtay ? 

Come bear him to his Fate By Conſtancy. 

] vow this Hand ſhall go along with him, 

Not all your Torments, Pincers, nor Devices 

Shall wrench theſe Knots aſunder ;no, unleſs 

You cut this off, ſo you may part our Bodies, 

But then my Spirits ſhall retire that Moment. 

Flying to th part that's neareſt tomy Love, 

And myloſt Hand ſhall hold him ſtill thus faſt, 

Aud periſh with him as OP wou'd. 
Craof. Behold, do not the Gods look down, and wonder? 
Cyr. What ſhallI do? Crœſis adviſe me ſtraight. 
Craf. Iam beyond all Senſe, the Miracle 

Has almoſt ſtruck medumb Yet you had beſt 


- Begane——Retire, Sir, from this meiting Object 


O never interrupt ſiteh Happineſs, 
But ſend theſe rare and faithful Lovers home, 
To be the Wonder of all Worlds to come. 

Cyr. O how ſhall I begin! Craſus Il do it, 
Lam reſolv d, yet cannot though 1 wou'd ; 
When ] have gain'd the higheſt Victory ore 
My Mind, thea ſtraight I feel my climbing Love 
Aigends by Stealth, aud reaching to the top, * 


der? 


Pulls 


T 49 


Pulls all my ſlippery Reſolutions down-— 
Aſſiſt me Gods, and guide my fickly Virtue. 


Enter to them Lauſaria diſtracted, dreſt like a Cupid, with 
Bow and Qui ver, follow'd by her Women. 


Lauſ. Ve daring Mortals, wou'd ye hinder me) 
Let me alone, I ſay Prepare my Chariot; 
Go fetch me Boreas ſtraight, and bid bim bring me 
A gentle Wind to ſpread my fiery Wings, 
Then I' ride taſter than the fleeting Air, 
Or racing Clouds The Stars ſhall be my Guides, 
And in a Moment I wil! rcach the Gods. 

Crœſ. Od:{mal Sight! 


Lau. My Father w- eps: It Tears cou d quench ther: 


„ö 


| Take him gexthy from the Pile, 
And lay him hereto reſt, 
And I will corCh for him the while; 
If be muſt burn, then burn him in my Breaft, 
For there is Fire, there is Shame 
Enough to ſet the Woridon Flame. 


Cræſ. Hear me Lauſaria thou badſt once a Brother: 
Doom d by the Gods to want the gift of Speech, 
And yet his Dumbneſs could not ſoaffl ct me, 
As theſe wild words torment thy Father's Soul. 
Lauſ. This Bow and Quiver were a wanton Cupid's; 
1 watch'd the Boy, as he lay do ven to ſleep, 
And Role his Am munition from his fide ; 
And now I've gat em, I will bereveng d 
On all Mankind, on allthe Sex at once, 
And ſhoot Love's Plague into tkeir Breaſts Stand fair. 
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Am aym'd and declare 
For a vigorous War, 

By my Bow and my Zuiver I ſwear 
Not a Rebel to Love will I [pare ; 
This Shaft I will draw tothe Head, 
And ſhoot the great Perſian, ſhoot him dead. 
The Tyrant ſhall die, there's one will deny him, 
Let him court her with Crowns ſhe ſhall fly him, 
This Shaft I will drawtothe Head, 
And ſhoot the great Archer dead. 


Cyr. Her Senſe is out of Tune, her Wits not well, 
But yet, alas! her Tongue is caarming ſtill. 

Lauſ. Here is a Dart by limping Vulcan made, 
Tipp'd with the Clippings of a red hot Star; 
The ſame that Venus, when ſne robb' d her Son, 
Chaſetrom the reſt to ſhoot Adonis with; 
I bura you ev'ry one, till you indure | 
Worle Pains than Ha! Cyrus there Have at thee —- 
I think I've ſtruck thee, Cruel Flint, I have. 

[She ſhoots and hits Cyrus. 
Cyr. Thou haſt indeed, and touch'd me to thequick ; 


I thank the Gods there wanted but this ſight 


Torouze my {lumbering Virtue. Sweet Lauſaria, 
Tb aſt pierc'd my rocky Heart, and ſee it melts. 
| [ Cyrus weeps. 

E auf. Ha! have I hurt him! Curſt wasI to do ſo 

Look how the Blood runs — down his Face 

Hel p, uf. Panthea, Abradatas help 

Can you behold that bleeding brave good Man, 

And not beſtow one Sigh, or Tear between you, 

Indeed you are to blame - cou'd ſhea Rivers, 

And with my ſighs diſturb the endleſs Ocean. [Weeps. 
Craſ. Poor Girl! ſhe tires her fell with her wild 

Thoughts | 


W ben will her ruving Fancy get ſome reſt ? 


Lav/. 
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Lau. Go; go; you are a pair of conſtant Fools, 

1 [To Panthen, #8 
Fou are not fit to dwell amongſt Mankiad 
Get you to Wilds, to Fountains, and the Woods, 


Theiegraft your Follies on the Barks of Trees, 


* And write {ad Songs upon th'unconſtant Sands, 
* Whichare as falſe as the Hearts of Men: 


Or get you to the Eccho, Owl, and Magpye ; 


They ſay, they once were Mortals like your ſelves. 
Dye like a pair of faithful filly Lovers, 
Dye, dye, and get youto Elizinm, 


There be the things you dream of; there be ſuch 
As are your {elves - Go, get you to Elizium; 


And I will follow you ſo ſoon as ere 


Ican— Hey ho: I have a mind toſleep 
Crœſ. Come, lead her gently to her Bed. 
Lauf. Well let me make my Will, fince Love muſt dye: 

And leave to every one a Legacy: 
This Dart I give 


To thoſe that are ambitious of a Name, 

And fall in Love with ſucha Jilt as Fame; 

This tipt with Gold to Sages on the Bench 

Who have 

One Eye for Bribery, t other for a Wench, 

This Wicked one that at the Pulpit drives = 
To Prieſts, who love good Livings, hate good Lives, þ 
And ſend you all to Heaven by your Wives; 


This matrimonial Dart, that ſhames the Giver, 
To marry'd Folks, the worſt ot all my Quiver, 


My Wealth to Poets, Thrift to eldeſt Tons 


My Truth to Courtiers, Chaſtity to Nuns. 
My Wantonneſs I dobequeath in Plenty, 


To allthe Women in the World of Twenty, 


My Eyes to Alchymiſts, my Brains to Schools, | 
Scorn to the Brave, and all my Love ro Fools. [Exitc 
Crœſ. What ſay you now? how feel you now your ſelt? 
Cyr. juſt lixe a Man faſt ty'd upon the Rack, 
When, teeling the fierce Pain too great to bear, 
Starts up and ſtretching every Nerve about him. 
Expands his Joyats, ay Ig his Bands, 1 
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52 
As Threads of Flax are driv'n before the Flame 
Naw mighty Love Iwill deſpiſe thy Nets, 
And like the hunted Deer ruſh through the Thicket 
That once I fear'd, and hung by every Bough——.. 
Cr. Bravely reſolv d and like the God-like Cu. 
Cyr. Hence, hence my Torment And tond thoughts 
Away, and vaniſh into ſlender Air, [ of Love, 
And from this time, let Pity and Revenge 
Fill up my tortured Boſom in its ſtead 
Releaſe the Prince... Panthea, take the Man 
You Love Quick, not one word of thanks, for I 
Deſerve none But be ſure you charm him, hold him 
Till he's Immortal made in your Embraces 
Haſte, Abra data. Thou ſhalt dearly pay 
For all the Pleaſures ot his long d ior Night —+ 
To Morrow I will ſummon thee like Fate 
Soft lumbering in Panthea's Arms. 
Abra. And J. OY 
Arm'd with the Thoughts, will meet thee like a God, 
Fir'd with each Kiſſes Heat, that thou ſhalt bluſh 
To ſee what Beauties happieſt Man can do. 
Cyr. YeGods! To Morrow! Did I fay to Morrow? 
To day, this Hour, a Moment is too long 
He goes juſt now to raviſh all thoſe Beauties, 
To ranſack ſo much Joys, com par'd to Which 
Heavꝰns ſtore is all but n'gardly com pos d 
Away, away—l'll overtake thee elſe, 
Swift as the Winds that drive behind thy Back. 
Re-enter to them Crcœſus. 
Crœſ. O Cyrus, your ſad Craſus Daughter's Dead. 
Cyr. Dead is ſhe then ! Poor innocent Lauſaris ! 
But hold, I have more Griets to ſpend tor the: 
Hereafter. 
Panth. Theſe ſad Diſaſters make me move but flow, 
And ſt ir unwillingly to meet my Joys 
I go, but ſtill to pray tor Cyrus Lite 
Thou generous, great, unhappy Man, farewe!, 
Cyr. Farewel-—And fiance tbe Gods have ſodecreed, 
May this Divorce ſo happy be to prove, 
The laſt of Meetings, and the End of Love. [Ex ** 
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ACT V, $CEHENE 1. 
Enter Thomyris, Women, Guands and Soldiers. 


Thom.  NOme, my brave Friends, I ſee you are reſoly'd 


To follow me, and ſhare your Queen's worſt 
Fate. 


Remember firſt who tis you go to fight with, 


Cyrus, a braver Man indeed not lives; 

But likewiſe call to mind your ſelves a Nation 
That all Mankind has look d upon with Wonder, 
Envy ing your State that nevei yet was conquer d; 
But oh my Son N pee _ precious Minute 
My Spargepyſes did laſt night appear 

With the — Dagger, ſticking in his Breaſt, 

(In the ſame manner as your Eyes beheld him, 
When Cyrus ſent the Royal Body home,) 

Let Balthazar ſtill drown in | uxury, 

Devour'd by Cycophents, undoneby Harlots, 
Whilſt with your Aid I a& ſuch mighty things, 
As never Woman yet perform'd, nor Man 

Cou'd do. 


Toter to them Abradatas, avdPanthca,Hy ſtaſpes, andGunards, 


Panth.O ſacred Joy !—cou'd I have thought once more 
To kneel before you, and have in theſe Arms 
The kindeſt Mother, and the beſt of Queens? 
Abrad. O bleſt Panthea's Me ther, God-like Thomyris! 
Thomy. Riſe, dear Children, 


Bend only to the Gods, and not ro me, 


To that ambitious, happy God, who wreited 


This gallant Action from my feeble Arm, 


And only wou ' d ingroſs the glorious Deed. 
Panth. That God was Cyrus ; who, alas! tormented 

With Jealouſy, the worſt of all Love's Tortures, 

Beſides the diſmal Sight of Cyaxares, 


Dying. 
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D ing before his Eyes, ſlain by the Hand 
Of Avradatas, whom of all Mankind 
It was expected, he the leaſt ſhould pardon ;. 
Yet notwithſtanding all thoſe fierce Aſſaults 
On his brave Mind, to his eternal Fame, 
He has reſtor'd Panthea to her Wiſhes, 
And alov'd Rivalto his Miſtreſs's Arms. 
Abrad. But we forget how ſoon th' Aſſault begins, 
Spite and ambitious Rage have lent him Wings, 
With which w'are to expect him at our Backs, 
Ruſhing to overtake us with more Speed, 
Than failing Torrents, or the ſwifteſt Tide. 
Hyft. With Bal:hazar he now intends to fight 
Love that ſo long miſ- led his warlike Genius, 
And turn'd him from the Path of his ripe Glory, 
Having at length o'ercome this worſt of Foes, 
'This Moment he intends to end the War, 
And with quick Marches rouze up the Aſyrians —— 
I hear him coming: For on this large Plain | 
Betwixt both Camps, he toi ms his mighty Battel. 
Cyrus Trumpets within. 
Thomy. Now, now methinks 1 teel the noble Fire 
That firſt infpir'd our Amazonian Chiet, 
When like a Star, ſhot from our northern Sphere, 
Her Courage ev'ry where like Light diſpl1y'd, 
And gave the World a Wonder to all Ages 
Does not this News inſpire you Country Men? 
Kindle a Flame through all your frozen Sinews, 
Which the Sun-beams <ou'd never do to Srythia—- 
Go, Abradatas, mount thy dreadful Chariot, 
Arm' d like the God of Thunder, ove himſelf, 
Send from thy Rage his Lightning, and his Bolts: 
Let the wild Steeds the wing'd Winds out- fly, 
And the ſharp Hoakslike Death mow all beforethee, 
Whilſt their carv'd Limbs, and mangled Bodies drop. 
Like Fields of Corn before the Reapers Hind. 
Hy. 1 have Commands to wait you to the Camp, 
Thence to return with all the faithtull'ſt Speed, 
And meet my Maſter in Belloniz's Arms, Pry 
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Abra. Away, let's rouze the ſleepy Balthazar, 

Fierce as a Lyon, waking to Revenge. 

| Panth. Come, Abradatas, ſee what Love has for thee, 
| Which take as Preſents trom Panthea's Hand; 

| Throphies far richer than Ulyſſes ſtrove for, 

And when I'veſcen my Mars in his thron'd Chariot, 
Return Iwill, and in my Cloſer kneel, 


And never riſe till thou victorious be, 


Thinking of nothing but the Gods, and thee. 


Abra. Prepare my Soldiers Hear you what he ſays? 
Panthea calls, Panthea is the Word. [ Exenut. 


| As they are going off, enter on the other ſide, Cyrus, Crœſus, 
Artabaſus, Soldiers, Guards, Sound of a March. 


| Cyr. Something, my fellow Soldiers, I would fay— 

| The Gods have often prov'd by your Succeſs 

That in your Breaſts Divinities are ſtamp'd 

With all their heav'nly Courages inſpir'd; 

The Sword is not ſo uſed to cut and ſlaughter, 

When guided by ſome ſure, and mighty Arm, 

As you to fight and overcome I will 

Not boaſt, nor talk what I have done; 

But let me tell you, Iam Cyrus ſtill, 

: Cyrus, that will not prize this worthleſs Life, 

Nor yet retuſe to put it inthe Scale, 

Weighed with the Danger of the meaneſt Soldier, 

But follow you as well as lead you on, 

There is but this one Battel 

That parts us from the Empire of the World 

V ho wou'd not venture his laſt drop ot Blood, 

When this ſole Action makes us all, or nothing; 

This aver, we'll to Babylon retire, 

Whence asthe Hill of all the World, you may 
Bchold your ſeveral ſtately Provinces, 

And I the only Mau that &er look d down 

Upon ſo many gallant Heroes at 


One time, and bleſt an Army made of Kings. 


Cræf. 
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Crœſ. Haſte, for I long to face this curſed Tyrant, C 
Till he has let out trom the Heart of Crœſus it 
The Father's Blood, and ſtabb'd the Daughter's Image n 
Here in my Heart She calls on me to go = 
And end my Miſeries where they firſt had Being. & Ss 

Cyr. O Craſus wound her not again, ſhe's here, gs 
The Weight hangs heavier on me than thou ſceſt—— * 


Father For henceforth thou ſhalt ever be ſo, Of 

Let's have no Thought to-day but of Revenge, ; 

Deaf to the Charms of Griet, and more remor ſeleſs 

Than Winds, or hideous Storms, or groaning Earthquakes, 

Hide the leaſt Species of our ſwelling Griefs, 

As Streams are coated in a froſty Night 

But atter Conqueſt, like a ſudden T haw, 

We'll melt into a Deluge, and the World 

Shalldrown in Tears The Gods ſhall wonder at o 
Sorrows 


And for thy Daughter B a4ylon ſhall mourn, Th. 
And nod its ſpiring Pinacles to th Ground. Th. 
No more ſhall gaudy Worſhip fill the Town, 7" 
The Temples with their awtul <hrines and Gods Wh 
Shall caſt their Crowns and golden Habits off 
And ia Exchange wear Rags and Aſheson Ab 
Their Heads Then ſhe ſhall have a Monument Wi: 
Shall top the Sun to caſt his wondering Eye, Da? 
Aftoniſh'd at the Height, rhe Vaſtneſs, ard Thi 
The Richneſs of it— My Treaſure, nay the World's Th 
Huge Maſs ſhall all be melted to an Urn, Wh 
And the proud Greatneſs of Maſſolus Tomb, | Th. 
With thoſe vaſt Pyramids by Hebrew Slaves Th 
Built to the Skye, ſhall all be Dwarfs beneath it } 
This ſhall the Gods and I bequearh ro thy Lauſaria. p 
Crœſ. Oh then, thou glorious Conqueror (As 
Fate like a Cloud hangs o'er th. A Hrian, Heads, M 
The God whom all the World with Dread admires, Wh 
The Hebrews Worſhip, and th' Egyptian, Fear, | WI 
Has call'd thee by a Miracle to be Or 
The 1 of this great Empire, and the World. No 


the wiſe God ſhew ought of me, declare Re 


Cyr. 
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Crœſ. Laſt Night the drunken Balthazar carous d 
AVith all his vicious Concubines about him, 

and beardleſs Minions, far more lewd than Women; 
Fr hen in a Pride he took the holy Treaſure 

Brought trom the wondrous Fane of Solomon, 

And in the ſacred Cups made impure Healths 

Go round, and drank to th Immortality 

Of their proud King, who had in pight of Heav'n, 
And its icorn'd Power committed ſuch a Rape 
Vpon the richeſt Shrines ot all the World. 


Cyr. What but the Wrath of Heaven, and dreadful Ruin 
ou'd follow tuch a Sacriledge! 
Crœſ. This horrid Deed drew awful Thunder from 


Th impatient Hand of the wrong'd Deity, 


Whilſt ſtraight a dreadful Clap was beard, and Lightning 
With a fierce Rage ſtruck through their guilty Eyes, 


And on a ſudden inatch'd away the Flames 
That gave the Tapers Light, then in thick Darkneſs 
The horrid Sounds of dying Groans aſcended, 


And diſmal Voices pierc'd the trembling Earth, 

Whilſt ſtraight a yet more ſtrange and dreadful Scene dif- 
clos'd, | 

A bloody Hand appear'd upon the Wall, 

With a bright Bracelet ſet with flaming Stars, 

Dazzling the Eyes of all th' aftoniſh'd Crowd, 


Then witha Finger which diſtill d warm Gore, 


The God wrote Words in Characters of Hebrews, 
Which by a wiſe religious Captive of 
That Nation, was interpreted of 5 
That you ſhould be the Aſſertor of his God, 
Who gave Aſria to the Medes and Perſians. 
Cyr. © my dark Soul! Is therea mighty God! 


As ſure there muſt) in whoſe admir'd Belief 
My Mother's Breaſts ne er nurs d my Intancy, 


Whoſe Being was before all Beings elſe, 
Who is the Source, Beginning and the End 
Of all, yer has no Source, Original 

Nor Ending, but art that of which is all 


Compos d. 
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Compos d. and yet are ſtill the ſame, and not 
The leſs, nor greater If then ſuch thou art, 


O help me, guide me by thy ſacred Power 
To be the Man this Miracle has meant. 


Enter to them Hyſtaſpes, and Guards. 


Hyſtaſp. Make ready, Sir, th Aria: are approaching, | 


Puſh'd onat length by your indulgent Fate, 
To adeſpairing Courage fierce Thomyris 
And Balthazarare joyn'd — And Abradatas 
Sits in his Chariots, midſt a thouſand Deaths ; 
He, with five hundred of thoſe hooked Waggons 
Protects the right Wing of the Tyrant's Army, 
And Thomyris with all her Strength of the Left 
But Oh! had you then ſeen Panthea's Courage, 
You cou'd not blame the Fates to be divided, 
How to beſtow this mighty Victory; 
Whither to her, as challeng'd by ſuch Virtue, 
Or crown your brave, and ſtill triumphant Brow. 
Cyr. What fayſt-— my Soul ſtands liſtning at my Ears, 
fain I wou'd hear ſomething of Panthea. 
Hyſft. Fierce Abradatas ſhe her ſelf ſaw mounted, 
Clad inan Armour far more Rich and Noble, 
Than that which Vulcan made the God of War, 
Which the skill'd Workman hammer d from pure Gold, 
And ev'ry Joint with Diamond Stars had nail'd. 
Twere long to tell you bow much Breath ſhe ſigh d, 
The thouſand Tears ſhe ſhed for Grief, and Joy, 
*Till the ſhrill Trumpets call'd him ſwitt away, 
O then ſhe rais'd her tender Voice more charming, 


And more provoking than the War's loud Muſick, 


Claſp d her ſoft Hands about the gilded Spokes, 

And kiſs d the Chariot Wheels; 

The fizry Steeds, as it then flaſh'd with Lightning, 
Upon a ſudden ſtarted from her hold, | 
Swiftas an Arrow from a Scythian Bow, 

And left her feaſcleſs, clinging to the Ground, 


Cyr. 
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Cyr. Enough, th'aſt ſaid too much Sound, Sound 
f Charge, | 5 
I ſhut my loitring Soul cloſe in her Home, 
That ſhe ſhall never have the Power to ſend 
| [Charge ſound;. 4 
One truant Thought abroad, not the leaſt Glance, 
Or ſecret Wiſh after forbidden Love. 
Crœſ. Lead us to Victory that the Gods have ſhewn thee: 
gs Cyr. Yes Crœſus, yes We come, dear flaughter'd Unkle, 
ro give an Army to thy funeral Pomp, , 
See, ſee, thy Daughter's Spirit, like Jove's Eagle, © 
Sails o'reour Heads with Lawrelsin her Bea | 
Now, now's the Sign todraw your conquering Swords, 
. Cyaxares and Lauſaria, are the Words. TH oe 
| [Exeunt Omnes. 
cene draws, and diſcovers a great Battle between both Ar- 
mies: Cyrus, Balthazar, and Thomyris ſeen Fighting at 
their Heads. Battle over, a Retreat is ſounded. Scene 
1 ſhuts and then enter Cyrus, Crœſus, and Guards. 
Cyr. Now, Crœſus, the ¶ Hrian War is over 
nd Baltha⁊ ar is Slai Thou ſeeſt him drop. 
hilſt his blaſphemous Soul burſt by my fide, 
d, is Spirit groan'd, and gave a horrid flight 
This was the bloodieſt Battle to our Foes, 
That e er my Sword yet won. 
Re-enter Artabaſus. 
Arta. Greateſt of Kings, | 
mmortal may ſt thou live, and ever reign | / 
ore than two hundred thouſand of your Focs / 


ie breathleſs in the Field None but a few | / ö 
ith the bold Scythians make a quick Retreat, | 
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70 60 E n f 
Bat. d 
"MX . 
Thea f 4 * and Hy ſtaſpes. F bo 
1 | As 
4 + *Cref. Kings, Senates, and the World obey thee, Cyrus ;Þ 
N. For lo the Gods did never at a time * 
BY A Heap ſo much Greatneſs on one Man before. TI 
Cyr. What is become of Valiant Abradaros? Or 
| Hyſt. Something to his Mistortune we muſt owe: Dx 
a For with a drove of hooked Chariots which Bu 
* He led, h · firſt began a dread tul Slaughter, Th 
A Tillthe fierce Steeds, ſtung with rhe pointed Darts, 
1 Started, recail'd, and overthrew their Guiders, f Te 
, 4 Then, like a Whirlwind, broke through their own Ranks, 
vil And where twas thickeſt, mow'da diſmal Paſſage, 0 
$157 That the fad Spaces midſt their Numbers look d 
ND Like empty Ridings through a Forreſt cut, 
|  $0'ddradoraris by all Men thought | 


From his fierce ay turFd'and torn. 
Eruſ. But the bra ue Segthian-Queen retreating Fights, 
And whilſt the — eager in TE 
Purſuit, as a ſtout Lyon that is hunted, 
Turns cager on the neareſt of his Foes, _ 
And tears em piece-Meal, em retreats again; 
So in their Flight, the Stythians, ſend huge Shower; 
Of mortal Arrows on the Conquerors Faces. 
Cyr. My ſelf will haſte with the Caduſſian Archers, 
And gaultheir Backs with much more dreadful Flights. 
Cre. Mingle not Sir, in the unruly Chace 
We beg you wou'd retire into the Camp, 
Your Wounds, and Labour usk ſome quick Relief. 
Cyr. Fly then, Hyſtaſpes, to the Nomocyms, 
Bid em their vain and eager Chace give o re 
In the mean time, you valiant Cræſu: way 
W heel round about em with your Lygian Hor ſe, 
And beat em in their Front. 
Cre/. It ſhall be dane 
Expect my Death, or the braveQueen a Priſoner. 
Cyr. Attend me but at Diſtance for a Moment. | 
Exeunt Crœſus and 2 
| K 


Buche 
- ” 


Cyrus ;Þ 


* 


3 


55 rl. EATS * 
n ä r 9 WC bet 
4 ERS i * N 98 1 * * * i * . S * | 
Ike” oa 8 R 6 8 EN. 
2 F ES * ne N FR N n Ki * * KT 

' FE \ Ty . 9 %e : e =. the 


2. — PE 

« — wa. 1 3 
' * 4; 2 5 r 
3 * KT YE p Rs me "Ig r 
* * Pe Yet. 3 n 
nh SE) Cl Rt” Rl -S 


T WE 
3 PIO OY d IM, gl 1 2 
go - 
. 
hag” +7 ; TA Oh Ea Zell Sans 
e e 
TCC 8 * 


18 
GG G1 


; What is it to rule the World, 
To hold the Wealth and Sumpter of the Earth, 


And find it all but Dreams of Happinels, 

As Ido? : 

Going off, Lauſaria's Ghoſt riſes to him. 

What Object does my flattering Eyes preſent ! 

The Lydian Prince ſs, ha, it is! tis ſhe, 

Or elſ: ſome Star, the darling of the Sky, 

Dropt from the Gods, and pattern d ig her Likeneſs! 

But ha! if this ſhould prove a Dream, 

Thou look ſt quite thro' me, ſpeak, if thou art Laaſaria 
Ghoſt. O Cyrus, | am come from far to blame thee, 


f To chide my Love, and ſtand *twixt him and Ruin. 
Ranks, | Cyr. Thou art alive then! ha! and thou canſt talk too 


bes. 


taſpes. 
What 


O ſacred Joy! W ho told me thou wert dead ? 
Thou look'ſt thin, pale and wan, 
Give me thy cold fair Hand in mine, and let me lead thee 
From the cold Manſion of the Grave; 
Toa warm Room in Cyrus Breaſt for ever. 
W here is thy Hand . Hal Thou art fled, and hid 
As in a Miſt, theu dazzleſt every Senſe, * 
And mak'ſt thy Cyrus giddy to behold thee. 
Ghoſt. Ah! Cyrus, 
Thou may'ſt as well graſp Water, or fleet Air, 
As think of touching my immortal Shadow) 
I am the wandering Spirit of Lauſfor:s, 
That till dotes on thee in her Solitude; 
Sowell, that when thou think'ſt but of Pant hea, 
By ſecret Charms thou calPſt me from my Quiet. 
And giveſt my Soul no Reſt below, nor Peace above. 
Cyr. A cold and ſudden Damp fits on me round, 
Thy Eyes run pointed with thy Wrongs, and ſhoot 
Quite through my Heart, asthy keen Spirit with Horror 
Pierces the Ground, and glances through the Air 
Thou ftrikeft a Terror trembling in my Blood, 
And I with Torture find thou art a thing 
Immortal Sir 


Speak, awful Shade, what brings thee from thy Reſt 7 
F 2. : Gheft. 
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Ghoſt. When I had paſs d the Lake that leads to Bliſs, 


(Bliſs 10 unjuſtly term d by Mortals here) 

To thoſe dull Shades, Elixium fondly call'd, 
Where the ſad Scene gives mournful Lovers Souls 
A Melancholy rolpect > 


I heard the Powers of Hell 


all tor the Fates to cut thy Thread beſore em 
W hat ſhall be done, {aid they, with this Great Man, 
Fhis barbarous Hunter ofthe World, and Love? 


of Delight; 


Let us ordain that by a Woman's Hand 
His Blood bein a tatal Moment ſpilt; 


So to Revenge the Sex's wrongs at once 


Haſte from the Field. —Beware th' inrag'd Thomyris — 


Come, tolo me, Il ſhew thee ſuch a Sight 
Shall curethy Breaſt of all Love's Wounds or ever. 
Cope Holl, ſtay, and take my Ghoſt along with thce, 
Ghoſt. O live, | charge you 5 
Live happy as a God on Earth, live ever; 
Each drop of Blood you drain from that brave Breaſt, 
V ou double all the Pangs upon my Soul 
O think that on your Joys depend my Bliſs, 
Your Torment is my Hell, your Happineſs 
My bleſt Eliſium — Follow me, I charm you, 


By all the Pity once you pay'd my Love, 
Buy all the Love you owe my Memory. 
Cyr. Lead then the _ 
Conduct me quickly to thy 


Ghoſt. The Minute's come ·L This way, thou gallant Cyrus. 


thou brighteſt Angel Guide, 


bleſt Abode. 


Cyr. I follow thee, and it my Body proves too heavy, 


Ill throw it off, and mount all Soul to reach thee. 


Scene draws, and diſcovers Panthea with her Women w 
ing o're the mangled Body of Abradatas, whoſe Limbs 
had ſeemingly fix'd to his Body, a Dagger in her hand. 


Panth. I charge you live— live to excuſe my Fault, 
and ſooth the Sorrows of the ſad Thomyris; 


The 


» 22 
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liſs, 


de, 


Cyrus. 
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The 
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The Story of our Deaths told from your Mouths, 
May from her tender Eyes draw floods of Tears, 

But tire iad Object would have kill d her quit. 
Like weiſe relate the diſmal Scene to Cru, q; 
Tell it with all the pity that in gi iet 

Can be expreſs d. he ſure t adorn our Ends 

As ſumptuouſly with Serrow as you can 

But oh! you need no- Tell em as they were. 
And your fad tun'd Deſcription will ſurpaſs 


All Fiction, Painting, or dumb ſhaw of Horror 

That ever Ears yet heard, or Eyes beheld —— 

Vom. O caſt that Weapon from you--— 

* Panth. Vex me not 

| What, can't I be obey'd in Death Now, now, 
My deareſt Partner of my Soul, | come 

Look back as thou art in the \ ilky Road to Bliſs, 

And take thylov'd Panthea withthee. | 

Vom. Still you advance that dreadful Weapon. 

Panth. No more Theſe Hands and Feet which the 
Moved from thy lovely Body, I have try'd [ſharp Scythes 
A thouſand times :o join em with my Kiſſes, | 
But tis in vain O you Immortal Powers! 

| Cinnot theſe Lips ſo deify d, reſtore 
One Hour of Lite See what Idolaters 
You are, falſe Men You lying Prophets ſay 
A Kiſs, a Sigh, a Tear from thole you love, 
Can feteh you from the Grave to Life again, 
And make a God & ithel:aſt doting Swain. _ 
But | have groan'd ten thauſand Sighs and Wiſhes, 
And bath'd his Body all, all ore in Tears, 
Yet find em all too little; one ſmall drop 
Ot Rain is worth an Ocean of theſe Pearls; 
That gives the Sweets that from the Roſes flow, 
And makes the Violets and the Lillies grow, 
Yet I cannot reſtore one Finger back Ll 
To Life, unleſs my Leart's warm Blood can doit. 
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Panthea ſ?abs her ſelf, and juſt as ſpe gave the Wound Cyrus 
enters, led in by the Ghoſt, the Ghoſt vaniſheth. 


Cyr. Ah! cruel, fpiteful Vet thou lovely Spirit 
Coud'ſt thou not bring me one half moment ſooner ? 
Give me this Dagger, and I'Iplunge it in my Breaft, 


| wh off the ſtain of thy moſt precious Blood, 
Andr 


eak it in my own; oy ps. ode W rongs, 
And pleaſe Lauſaria's Ghoſt, whoſe Shadow haunts me 
Panth. This Weapon I'll not part with 
This glos ious Relique here that ſets me free; 
Thus Iwill hold it, brandiſh'd up on high, 
And die with the lov'd Paſsport in my Hand 
Live, happy Cyrus, may theſe ills forewarn thee 
To fhun the fatal Deed of croſſing Love, | 
Love that will ne er be ſtopp'd, but have its Courſe, 
Or overflow to drowning with the leaſt Reſiſtance. 
O forgive me, bleſt Panchea ; 
And the ſame time thou leavſt thy lovely Body, 
Forgive my Paſſion too, and carry with rhee 
My Pardon to be ſeal'd by all the Gods, | 
And by the Soulof thy departed Love, 
And tel! him how I took his hand inmine, 
Waſh'd with thy Tears, and bath d in my Repentance, 
And put it to my eager Lips, andask'd LOT 


His Pardon'thus——Ha ! Hotror ! worſe than Horror. 


[Cyrus taking Abradat#'s Hand. offeiing 
to put it to his Month, it Comes from 
the Boch; Panthea places it again. 


\ 


Panth. What have you done? Why touch you him ſo 


Give me this Hand back to my Lips again — + [radely ? 
Theſe marvellous Limbs with induſtry I fought | 
Amidſt an hundred heaps of mang!'d Bodies, 

And pick d and cull dem, as is ſitted Gold 

Parted from loads of common Droſs, 
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And plac'd each torn- off Member in its proper ſtate, 
Job as you ſee Forbear again to touch him, - 

or they are ev ry one alike diſmember d, 
Mow'd by the Hooks of his own dreadful Chariot, 


Fierce as the Horſes wildeſt Rage cou'd guide em 
I feel Death's giddy Vapour in my Eyes, 
And covers all my Sentes on a ſudden. 


Lay me O hy me gently by my Lord. [ Dies. 


Cyr. Die all that's good -die Sacred Love and Friendſhip, 


g Let none preſume to {ay that Virtue lives, 
That Beauty gilds the World, now ſhe is dead. 


Enter to Cyr. Thomy. Women and Soldiers as purſu'd. 


Thom. There, there's the dreadful Sum of all our Woes; 
Look there, my Friends What, Cyrus mourning ore em! 
Run, run, with __ and ſnatch his hated Life 
Quick, ere. your Foes that have you in the Chaſe 
Prevent you Hold ——and ſhall à dye by Slaves 
There is ſome Pity to his Virtue due. 
Cyr. Ha! Am I then ſurpriz'd- was to blame 
Though I abhor to live, yet loth I am 
To dye by Treachery, and Coward's Hands. 
Thom. Look, Cyrus, look, I am thy mortalleſt Foe 
Thou dwell'ſt ore the ſad Ruins there, which I 
Look on with Horror, at ſo great adiſtance / 
Do, glut thy ſelf— Call like wiſe to thy Mind, 
My Spargepyſes Blood, and think the Fates 
Are gentle ſtill Bend, bend your Bows, | 
Draw every one a Dart upto the Head, 4 
And ſend a thouſand winged Deaths to ſeize him | | 
Yet hold. My ſelfthe glorious Deed will do. [Spleen | 
Cyr. Theu dar iſt not, ſurel . Naughty but thy Womans 


Cou'd be Seducer to ſuch baſe Rey FF [ Juſtice. | 

Thom. Talkeſt thou Now to thy Heart this pointed 

[ 4s ſbe is ready to ſhootrat:him, Lauiaria's Ghoſt riſes up k 

betwixt them and ſtauuli before Cyrus, and faces Tho- | 
myris. | 


Hah! 


— — ä 
- — »S w_ 


Hah! ſure there is ſomething there coatrouls my Hand? 

Or J am loſt in wild Maze of Fancy — 

What ſhining Form is it that ſo fills my Eye! 

Cyrus, thy Guardian Genius tis protects thee, 

That with her tender Wingsrooſts o re thy H cad, 

And with a Look ſhoots awful Brightneſs through me, 

And fetters every thing that's brave within me 

My Sinews flack, and Nature at this Sight 

Shrinks back to her firſt feeble Infancy. 
Sold. You ſtand amaz'd Let's kill him whilſt we may. 
Thom. 1 Villains — What, through her immortal 

ä Body! 

Vour Darts would all turn Heads againſt your ſelves; 

You might as ſoon touch the bright ſhining Sun, 

Or fix your Arrowsin the Marble Sky —— 

Looſe, looſe your Strings, and let fall all your Bows, 

And to appeaſe that Goddeſs, worſhip him, 

That all the World is deſtin d to obey. 


Re-enter Crœſus, Hyſtaſpes, Gobrias, and Artabaſus, ſhour- 
| ing, Ghoſt vaniſhes. | 


Cref. He lives, is ſafe; Thanks to the Immortal Powers. 
Cyr. I charge you on your Lives, none touch the Queen 
And hurt no Man but ſuch as ſhall reſiſt. 
Thom. Tas never known, that any Scythian yet 
Did yield his Perſon, or his Weapon up. | 
Then, Cyrus, fince great Balthazar is ſlain, 


And a l our Lives too mean to adorn thy Triumph : 


O give, without denyal, to theſe Tears, 
Panthea's and her Abradata's Bodies: 
Then undiſturb'd, let us forſake this Place, 
Of all the World the fatalleſt to Thomyris. 
Cyr. Tis granted, and you may with Safety go 
Cyrus can do no leſs to ſuch a Queen, 285 
Whoſe brave and generous Pity vd his Life 
But begs that you would make tho Town your way 
My Crowns, my Happineis, and Life tome 
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Is not ſo dear as what you carry with you 
There you ſhall ſee what mourning 35 bylon 
Can do; the Fires, the Temples, and the Urns 
That ſhall adorh theſe Lovers Funerais: 
Cyprus, inſtead of Laurel, Wreaths ſhall bind. 
The Conquerors Brows, and Groans inſtead of Shouts 
Shall fili the Streets, the Houses Lamentations, 
All the vaſt City ſta l indeed appear, 
But one wide {pacious Room fi tull of Sorrow. 

Thomy. No, no, cover the Bodies from their Eyes, 

Then in a mourning Chariot place the Bridegroom, 
And his pale Bride ſo leaning on bis Cheek -— - 
Syrus, tarewcl-— And may'ſt thou live to be 
Unconquer'd ſtill, and great a* Cretan Nod 
Beat a dead Mirch-— Let Trumpers bo:ric it Sound 
Fright Birds of ſofter Muſick trom the Air, 
And naughtbe heard but Horror and Difpair, 


[Exeunt Thomyris, and all her Party, bearing away the 
Bodies of Panthea, and Abradatas. Dead March ſounm di. 


Hyſt. Live happy as a God, and o er paſt Miſcries 


Rejoyce Fate is your Slave, and puts an End 


To all your Toils this Day The conquered Globe 
Has not that Monſter now, that from its Chains 
Durſt ſtir to interrupt your ſacred Bliſs... 

Go, for new Pleaſures court you ev'ry where, 

And having ſpread your Laws ofer all the Earth, 
And ſe*tPd firſt the Buſineſs of the World, 

Think then to make your Median Kingdoms happy. 
And there in Perſon wed the fair Mandan, 

W hoſe Youth and Beauty ſhall like Buds increaſe, 
Still grow upon ns and with freſher Charms 
Supply your Soul, and make your Joys immortal. 

Cyr. Come, fellow —_— Os to 78 
Empreſs ot Nations, and great Queen 0! ities —— 
Make haſte, my Friends, = ſhare the World with me, 
All mall have fome—— Amongſt the meaneſt here 
Ill throw Rewards, they ſhall not live to ſpend FER 
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And ſcatter Provinces as thick as Drachma's — | 
Firſt with Lauſaria's Funeral we'll begin; | 
Three Days with ſtricteſt Mourning ſhall be kept, i 


And all things elſe forgotten for that Time; 
Theſe Hands her fragrant Funeral Pile ſhall burn, 
And Princes ſha'l officiate at her Ur 
I invite you all to come and weep with me, 
O'erthis rare Miracle of Conſtancy; 
Let the loud War to gentler Grief remove, 
And mourn with us the Tragedy of Love. 
[ Exennt Omnes. 
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P. Crampton ar Addiſon'; Head oppoſite tothe 
Horſe-guard ; | T. Benſon 
guard Dame's-ſtreet, and T. Benſon 


0 5 Shakeſpear 4 Head n Caltle-{treet, 


Paice bound a Britiſh Half Crown, 


An Eſſay on the Paſſions and Aﬀetions, with Illuſtrati- 
ons on the Moral Senſe. By Mr. Francis Hutcheſon, Au- 
thor of the Enquiry iuto the Original of our Ideas of Beau- 
ty and Virtue, Price bound two Shillings and two Pence. 


A Select Collection of Tracts, by Walter Moyle, Eſq; 
Viz. 1, An Eſſay upon the Roman Government, +. Re 
marks upon D.. Prideaux's Connection of the Old and 


New Teſtament, 3. An Eſlay upon the Laczdemo nian 


Government. 4. An Argument againſt a ſtanding Army. 
Price bound a Britiſh Halt Crown. 6 J 


Shadwell's Works, conſiſt ing of all his Plays andPoeme, 
Price bound four Shillings and tour Pence. | 


The Orphan. Price a Britiſh Si- pence. 

Caius Marius, PriceDitto. 

Lucius Junius Brutus, Father of his Country. Price 
Ditto. | 


The Spaniſh Fryar. Price Ditto. 

The Double Falſhood. Price Ditto. | 
The Miſet turn'd Courtier. Price four Pence. 
The Artof Shooting Flying. Pricetwo Fence, 
The Norfolk Steward. Pricetwo Pence. 
TheBaſona Poem. Price a Penny. 

A Ballad upon the Ruffs. Price a Penny. 


'E HE Travels of Cyrus, in a neat Pocket Volume, 
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